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It's  a  thorough  cleans- 
ing process  without  the 
use  of  water. 
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Quincy  Office: 
1503  HANCOCK  ST. 
Call  Quincy  2551 -W 
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Editorials 

After  a  recess  of  over  a  week  we  return 
to  school  to  resume  our  studies.  Let  us 
hope  that  all  have  made  worthy  resolu- 
tions. Let  us  dust  off  our  books  and  open 
them  to  the  page  where  we  left  off.  Let  us 
show  new  energy  and  vigor  in  our  work. 
Anyway,  let's  all  finish  strong. 


With  our  return  to  school,  the  basketball 
season  really  opens.  Predictions,  as  well  as 
material,  are  favorable  this  year  for  a 
championship  team.  Without  doubt,  the 
time  has  arrived  when  Quincy  is  due  to  win 
a  championship  in  her  league.  We  hope  a 
large  band  of  rooters  will  be  on  hand  to 
lend  assistance  to  fulfill  this  prediction. 


In  this  issue  appears  an  incomplete  story 
entitled  The  Missing  Link.  It  is  written  by  a 
member  of  the  junior  class,  who  wishes  to 
challenge  the  Sophmores  to  continue  the: 
story  and  the  Freshmen  to  conclude  it- 
Here  is  a  fine  chance  to  show  your  class 
loyalty  in  a  battle  of  literary  wits.  We 
hope  the  sophmore  and  freshmen  classes 
will  accept  this  challenge. 


The  staff  wishes  to  thank  all  those  who 
helped  to  make  the  first  two  Golden  Rods 
successful.  Every  available  copy  was  sold 
in  both  issues,  and  more  were  demanded. 
In  order  to  avoid  disappointing  anyone, 
more  copies  will  be  ordered  in  the  future,  so 
put  your  name  on  the  subscription  list. 


In  spite  of  the  success  of  the  Golden 
Rod,  the  school  paper  is  nevertheless  criti- 
cised. The  sorrowful  part  of  the  criticism 
is  that  it  is  not  made  directly  to  any  mem- 
ber of  the  Golden  Rod  staff.  The  staff  is  al- 
ways willing  to  listen  to  criticisms  or  sug- 
gestions. After  each  issue  considerable  dis- 
satisfaction was  evinced  because  short 
stories  and  poems  were  printed  that  were 
written  in  languages  other  than  English 
which  we  study  in  our  high  school.  The 
staff  feels  it  necessary  to  state  that  the 
policy  of  the  Golden  Rod  is  to  represent  the 
whole  school,  in  all  its  departments.  It  is 
to  carry  out  this  policy  that  we  print  those 
stories  and  poems.  Upon  reflection,  we  are 
sure  that  our  subscribers  will  see  that  we 
are  justified  in  following  our  present 
course. 


Anyone  who  didn't  like  the  Christmas  con- 
cert  certainly   can   not   have  an   appreciation 
Of  all  the  concerts  held  to 


for  good  music 
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date  the  last  was  surely  the  most  delightful. 
The  instrumental  solos,  as  shown  by  the  ap- 
plause, left  a  lasting  impression  upon  the 
audience.  Many  manifested  that  they  were 
pleased  with  the  part  that  our  own  orchestra 
supplied.  They  were  pleasantly  surprised  at 
the  talent  exhibited.  We  hope  that  this  ex- 
cellent custom  may  be  continued. 


Once  again  we  have  to  hear  that  awful 
word,  "stealing."  You  know  what  stealing 
is  and  the  penalties  attached  to  it.  Every 
year  this  subject  is  taken  up,  but  never  too 
often. 

Do  you  go  up  to  the  lunch  counter?  Do 
you  take  just  what  you  pay  for?  No,  you  try 
to  take  three  or  four  sandwiches  for  a  nickel 
and  many  times  do  not  even  give  the  nickel. 
The  same  with  chocolate  and  ice  cream.  But 
not  so  with  the  hot  dishes,  for  you  have  to 
get  in  line  and  there  is  a  person  there  to 
watch  you  put  your  nickel  in  the  box.  What 
do  you  think  visitors  would  say  if  they  should 
see  that  person  standing  there  like  a  detective. 
Come  on  now,  as  Billy  Sunday  reforms  his 
audience  and  makes  them  "hit  the  trail,"  you 
"hit  the  trail"  and  resolve  to  pay  five  cents 
and  to  take  only  five  cents'  worth. 

A  word  to  you  fellow-students,  who  do  pay 
for  what  you  take.  Won't  you  help?  When 
you  see  any  one  helping  himself  to  more  than 
he  should,  correct  him,  without  making  any 
noise  about  it,  and  tell  him  he  had  better  not 


do  it  again. 


Walter  Cody,  1917. 


A  COMMUNICATION 


(The  following  letter  was  received  from 
an  alumnus  of  our  high  school.  We  are  im- 
mensely pleased  to  find  that  the  alumnus  com- 
mends the  Golden  Rod.  We  also  admire  the 
loyal  civic  pride  which  prompted  the  writing 
of  the  letter.  We  wish  more  of  our  alumni 
would  find  courage  to  express  their  opinions 
through    our   columns — The   Editor.) 


Editor  Q.  H.  S.  Golden  Rod, 

Quincy  High  School, 
Quincy,  Mass. 
Dear  Sir, 

To  strike  while  the  iron  is  hot,  I  wish  to 
take  exception  to  an  article  published  in  the 
last  issue  of  the  Golden  Rod.  I  consider 
the  publication  of  the  article,  "An  Impres- 
sion of  Quincy,"  the  single  flaw  in  an  other- 
wise excellent  school  paper.  Please  do  not 
understand  by  this  that  I  wish  to  detract  from 
the  literary  value  of  the  article ;  on  the  con- 
trary my  objections  are  due  merely  to  the 
superficial  aspect  of  the  view  of  the  author, 
"1917,"  and  to  the  fact  that  the  article  was 
circulated  in  your  magazine. 

First  of  all,  it  is  hardly  fair  to  judge  a 
city  by  "the  dingy  railroad  station  with  a 
newly  painted  interior."  The  railroad  sta- 
tion is  only  one  of  six  in  Quincy,  and  more- 
over railroad  stations  owned  by  powerful  priv- 
ate concerns  are  monotonously  similar  in  ap- 
pearance and  give  little  indication  of  the  type 
of  city  in  which  they  are  situated.  The  fact 
that  the  writer  first  mentions  the  railroad  sta- 
tion and  then  proceeds  to  the  "Square"  seems 
to  show  that  the  impression  registered  was 
gained  from  his  very  first  view  of  the  city,  a 
view  which  must  have  been  hasty  if  I  am  to 
judge  by  the  tone  of  the  article.  It  is  true 
that  the  "Square"  is  improperly  so  called  like 
many  another  "square,"  and  it  is  also  true 
that  the  stone  trough  is  not  the  most  beauti- 
ful ornament  which  could  adorn  its  center. 
However,  we  should  overlook  such  trivial 
matters  and  hope  for  a  monument  to  displace 
the  trough  in  the  future.  The  far  more  im- 
portant ornaments  in  the  near  vicinity  should 
surely  occupy  some  of  our  attention. 

The  first  of  these  attractions,  "a  monu- 
mental church  of  granite,"  deserves  far  more 
praise  than  the  author  gives  it  in  those  five 
words.  The  church  with  its  huge  granite 
pillars  and  massive  proportions  is  very  im- 
posing as  it  faces  the  City  Hall  across  the 
street.  In  the  summer  the  elms  around  it 
brighten  up  the     "Square"  with  a  touch  of 
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green  and  the  whole  forms  a  spectacle  that 
is  far  from  ugly.  The  history  of  the  church 
that  contains  the  bodies  of  Quincy's  two  presi- 
dents, John  Adams  and  John  Quincy  Adams, 
lends  another  touch  of  enchantment  to  the 
edifice. 

The  City  Hall,  of  Quincy  granite,  and  the 
Post  Office  near  the  Church,  can  hardly  be 
called  objectionable  features  in  the  city's 
countenance.  The  latter  building,  constructed 
only  a  few  years  ago,  would  enhance  the 
beauty  of  any  city  in  the  Commonwealth.  Yet 
this  building  is  in  full  view  of  two  others 
which  are  not  at  all  shamed  by  its  proximity. 
The  first,  the  Thomas  Crane  Public  Library 
in  its  sober  reddish  brown,  is  unique  both  in 
color  and  construction.  Its  chief  attraction 
lies,  it  is  true,  in  this  attribute,  but  its  charm 
is  still  further  increased  by  the  hand  of  sum- 
mer, when  the  building  stands  surrounded  by 
smooth  expansive  lawns  in  the  shade  of  the 
elms.  Even  then  it  is  rivalled  by  its  neigh- 
bor, the  new  Quincy  Court  House.  This 
beautiful  building  in  the  very  fact  that  it 
is  so  new,  helps  with  the  others  in  its  vicin- 
ity to  dispel  what  former  ugliness  there  may 
have  been,  and  to  recommend  Quincy  to  its 
visitors. 

As  to  "the  new  business  block  very  much 
out  of  keeping  with  its  squat  red-brick  neigh- 
bors" I  believe  that  it  is  only  an  indication  of 
the  future  Quincy.  If  the  author  had  traveled 
about  a  mile  farther  he  would  have  seen  three 
new  business  blocks  containing  about  twenty 
stores,  all  of  which  compare  favorably  with 
the  building  mentioned.  All  these  foretell  a 
better  city. 

Unfortunately  the  writer  failed  to  notice 
several  other  attractions  that  Quincy  offers, 
such  as  the  charming  residential  sections  in- 
cluding Presidents'  Hill,  Third  Hill,  and  the 
shore.  All  of  these  are  notable,  each  in  its 
own  way.  Presidents'  Hill,  like  several  other 
sections  contains  large  estates,  Third  Hill 
offers  a  view  of  Quincy,  Quincy  Bay,  Boston, 
Boston  Harbor,  and  Milton,  a  view  that  can 
be  matched  in  few  localities.     The  shore  with 


its  Metropolitan  Boulevard  is  different  from 
so  many  others ;  it  is  not  lined  with  stores, 
theatres,  and  other  amusements  which  mar 
many  a  beach  resort. 

Turning  from  residential  Quincy  to  indus- 
trial Quincy,  we  find  that  the  latter  is  fully 
as  important.  Although  the  city  contains  all" 
kinds  of  manufacturing  enterprises,  there  are 
two  which  are  by  far  the  most  prominent. 
Industrial  Quincy  is  best  known  by  its  quar- 
ries and  by  its  colossal  ship-building  corpora- 
tion. The  quarries  speak  for  themselves; 
Quincy  granite  has  been  recognized  as  a  won- 
derful building  material  from  the  time  that 
it  was  used  for  the  Bunker  Hill  Monument 
to  the  present  day.  The  second  industry,  that 
of  shipbuilding,  is  known  all  over  the  world 
from  the  fact  that  our  city  contains  the  Fore 
River  Ship  Building  Corporation's  enormous 
plant.  It  is  in  this  connection  that  "1917"  seems 
to  show  that  his  impression  is  especially  super- 
ficial. He  sees  "the  men  with  faces  and  cloth- 
ing blackened  with  dirt"  yet  he  cannot  see  the 
industry,  the  patience,  the  hope  in  those  faces. 
These  are  the  faces  of  the  men  that  are  put- 
ting ships  from  QUINCY  on  every  sea,  and 
constantly  spreading  its  renown. 

Concerning  Quincy's  civic  pride  or  lack  of 
it,  the  former  is  evidenced  in  its  educational 
standards,  its  political  interest,  and  its  city 
government.  Quincy's  educational  standards 
and  facilities  are  well  known,  so  well,  in  fact, 
that  Mr.  McKay,  chairman  of  the  school  com- 
mittee, ventured  the  statement  recently  that 
the  educational  standards  of  the  city  are  as 
high  or  higher  than  those  of  any  of  the  public 
schools  in  New  England.  The  "continuous 
political  squabble"  that  is  mentioned  in  the 
impression  shows  a  healthy  political  interest 
which  is  beneficial  to  any  city.  It  has  led 
even  to  the  adoption  of  a  new  plan  of  govern- 
ment, which  will  be  inaugurated  next  year. 
Above  all,  Quincy's  civic  pride  can  be  no 
better  defended  than  by  one  fact  that  has 
stood  the  test  of  time :  Quincy  has  voted 
overwhelmingly  against  granting  liquor  li- 
censes, for  the  last  thirty-five  years. 
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In  closing.  I  wish  once  more  to  make  clear 
my  position.  This  communication  is  not 
prompted  by  malice  towards  "1917"  to  whom 
I  bear  the  utmost  good  will  in  the  hope  that 
he  will  learn  to  like  our  city.  The  protest  that 
I  forward  against  the  publication  of  "An  Im- 
pression of  Quincy"  is  wholly  for  the  welfare 
of  the  city's  reputation.  The  article  itself 
is  beyond  criticism  from  a  literary  point  of 


view,  but  are  we  doing  the  right  thing  by  pub- 
lishing anything  that  may  hurt  our  city,  in  a 
magazine  that  has  a  nation-wide  exchange 
list?  I  desire  to  congratulate  you,  however, 
for  the  excellent  development  in  every  de- 
partment of  the  Golden  Rod  and  wish  the 
Class  of  1917  the  greatest  success  in  its  well 
conducted  school  paper. 

Yours  for  Quincy  and  for  Q.  H.  S. 

Alumnus,  '15. 


The  Missing  Link 


Chapter  I 


At  last  had  come  just  the  night  they  were 
looking  for.  a  still,  cloudless,  moonlight  night. 
The  moon  shone  in  the  little  log  cabin  built 
in  among  the  trees,  on  the  side  of  a  great 
mountain.  The  rocky  cliffs  and  caves  of  the 
mountain  cast  strange  shadows,  and  the  foam 
of  the  gushing  mountain  streams  sparkled  like 
diamonds  in  the  bright  moonlight. 

Suddenly,  two  boys  came  out  of  the  cabin, 
each  carrying  a  coil  of  rope,  a  flashlight,  and 
a  heavy  stick.  They  walked  rapidly  down  tho 
mountain  side  until  they  came  to  a  steep, 
jagged  cliff.  Very  slowly  and  carefully  they 
then  picked  their  way ;  with  their  strong  sticks 
they  tested  the  rocks  and  pulled  themselves 
over  crevices  in  the  cliffs.  Along  a  narrow 
shelf  they  crept  on  their  hands  and  knees  un- 
til at  last  they  stepped  upon  solid  rock  where 
they  could  again  walk  rapidly. 

"Donald,  are  you  sure  we're  on  the  right 
trail?"  said  Marshall,  breaking  the  silence  be- 
tween the  two. 

"Yes.  I'm  sure.  I've  been  over  this  trail 
a  good  many  times  during  the  day,  since  we've 
been  up  here  this  summer,  and  I've  followed 
Father's  directions  exactly.  I  say,  though, 
don't  the  rocks  look  much  different  in  the 
moonlight  than  in  sunlight?" 

"I  think  that  different  colored  rocks  must 
show  up  in  different  lights." 


"Marsh,  you're  right !  That  must  be  one 
reason!"  Don  cried  excitedly.  "You  know 
Father  said  that  this — this — I  don't  know  just 
what  to  call  it,  cave,  I  guess,  that  we're  look- 
ing for,  was  built  in  such  a  way  or  place  that 
it  could  only  be  seen  in  very  bright,  clear 
moonlight.  I  think  that  it  must  have  somtehing 
to  do  with  the  rock  of  which  it  is  built !  You 
know,  a  wealthy  man,  who  always  had  very 
strange  notions,  built  it  and  put  something  of 
immense  value  in  it.  Father  says  that  at  the 
present  time  it  plays  a  very  important  part 
in  the  life  of  some  person  and  that  it  must  be 
found.  Of  course,  you  understand  that  the 
case  was  given  to  him  as  the  best  detective  in 
the  country,  and  the  reason  he  sent  us  out  here 
To  Colorado  this  summer  was  to  see  if  we 
could  not  accomplish  something  by  using  great 
perserverance  and  courage." 

In  a  short  time  the  boys  reached  the  rush- 
ing mountain  stream.  They  followed  this 
over  rocks,  under  jutting  edges,  and  through 
dark,  mysterious  caves,  ever  watching  for  the 
landmarks  which  were  recorded  in  the  di- 
rections that  Donald  had  from  his  father. 
When  they  had  cautiously  crawled  under  an 
over-hanging  rock.  Donald  stopped  short  in 
amazement,  "Where  are  we  ?  I  have  never  been 
here  where  the  mountain  stream  divides  and 
yet  we  have  been  following  the  directions  ex- 
actly.    Which  stream  shall  we  follow  now?'' 


THE     GOLDEN-ROD 


"Shall  we  go  in  different  directions?"  broke 
in  Marshall. 

"No,  no,  we  must  not  separate  for  we  could 
never  find  each  other  among  these  deceiving 
rocks.  I  guess  we  will  have  to  keep  right  on 
as  best  we  can." 

The  boys  climbed  up  and  down  over  the 
sharp  rocks  with  great  difficulty,  keeping  with 
the  stream.  Gradually  the  deep  chasm  through 
which  the}"  were  walking  grew  narrower  and 
narrower.  The  roaring  stream  rushed  through 
a  great  crevice  in  the  cliff  where  the  boys 
could  follow  it  no  longer.  Then  they  came  to 
a  great  opening  in  the  cliff.  In  here  they 
turned,  using  the  flashlights  for  the  first  time, 
for  they  were  now  in  the  heart  of  the  great 
cliff.  They  walked  on  and  on  for  what  seemed 
hours  to  them.  At  last  they  saw  a  glimmer  of 
light  far  ahead  and  again  they  were  out  in 
the  moonlight.  But  what  a  strange  sight  met 
their  eyes !  They  were  awe-stricken !  As 
they  stood  on  the  jagged  edge  of  the  opening 
in  the  cliff  they  looked  down  into  a  great 
space  completely  encircled  with  high  cliffs. 
Over  all  was  a  weird  red  glow  which  seemed 
to  be  reflected  from  the  moon  onto  the  rocks. 
Across  the  space  from  them,  halfway  up  the 
side  of  the  cliff,  something  brilliant  and  silvery 
gleamed.  It  was  like  a  great  hand  with  the 
forefinger  pointing  upward. 

The  boys  gazed  in  bewilderment  at  the  most 
wonderful  sight  they  had  ever  seen.  As  they 
slowly  came  to  their  senses  Don  took  out  the 
directions.  "Marsh,"  said  he.  ''we've  been 
following   these    directions    exactly    since    we 


left  the  place  where  the  stream  divided 
though  I  didn't  know  it.  It  seemed  to  have 
been  the  only  way  to  go.  Xow  here  we  are, 
looking  at  the  object  of  our  search,  but  how 
are  we  going  to  reach  it? 

How?  It  was  indeed  a  question,  for  far 
below  them  was  steep  rock  and  no  way  of 
getting  down,  it  seemed. 

"Don.  do  you  think  we  can  get  to  that  lower 
shelf  with  the  rope.  It  seems  to  be  the  only 
way." 

"Well,  we'll  have  to  try  it." 

They  unwound  one  of  their  coils  of  rope 
and  fastened  it  securely  around  a  jutting 
rock.  Then  Marshalll  stepped  to  the  edge  of 
the  cliff.  His  head  became  dizzy  as  he  looked 
at  the  awful  depth  but  he  grit  his  teeth,  took 
firm  hold  of  the  rope  and  let  himself  go. 
Down.  down,  through  that  mysterious  air  he 
sped.  Don  watched  him  until  he  landed  safely 
on  the  rocks  below,  then  he  took  the  same 
journey. 

Together  they  started  on  the  dangerous  trip 
across  the  rocks  to  the  other  side  toward  the 
great  hand  which  seemed  to  be  growing  faint- 
er. By  this  time  the  moon  was  low  in  the 
west  and  the  boys  could  scarcely  draw  one 
foot  after  the  other. 

"Oh,  Don,  we  will  have  to  rest,  we  must 
wait  until  tomorrow  to  go  in,"  said  Marshall. 

So  the  boys  found  a  nook  in  the  rocks  and 
dropped  off  into  a  deep  sleep  to  dream  of  the 
wonders  they  had  seen  that  night. 
(To  be  continued) 

Esther  A.  Jackson,  '18. 


The  Working  of  a  Primitive  Mind 


It  was  as  yet  earl}"  in  the  morning  but  the 
beauty  of  the  north  was  not  to  be  outdone. 
A  seeming  endless  stretch  of  snow  and  ice 
and  bedecked  forests :  with  above,  the  won- 
drous skies  for  which  the  north  is  noted. 
Through  the  purple  light,  which  was  steadily 
becoming  brighter,  streaks  of  lambent  flame 
were  stretching, — now  broadening, —  now  nar- 


rowing, until  they  seemed  like  so  many  burn- 
ing wires  suspended  across  the  skies.  Xow 
they  took  on  different  forms  and  colors ;  be- 
wildering, whirling  shapes  in  a  vast  wild  con- 
fusion, resembling  the  whirling  colors  of  a 
soap  bubble  as  it  floats  in  the  beams  of  the 
sun.  As  these  fires  flashed  back  and  forth 
through    the    heavens   it    seemed   as   if    some 
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mighty  unseen  hands  were  idly  playing  with 
the  strings  of  a  mighty  harp,  and  producing 
this  wonderful  arpeggio  of  colorings. 

"With  a  start  the  man  at  the  window  came 
back  to  consciousness;  consciousness  of  an 
empty  stomach  at  the  sight  of  the  steaming 
breakfast  before  him.  and  consciousness  of 
chilled  hands  and  feet  at  the  sight  cf  the  newly 
made,  glowing  fire  on  the  hearth  on  the  op- 
posite side  of  the  room. 

''Phew !"  he  said  with  a  deep  sigh  of  satis- 
faction, "who  would  have  dreamt  it  was  like 
this !  Why  it's  beyond  all  my  expectations. 
Hey,  Rex?"  This  he  addressed  to  the  dog 
before  the  lire,  a  handsome  collie  dog,  who 
had  been  watching  him  earnestly  all  the  while. 
At  these  words  he  pricked  up  his  ears,  wagged 
his  tail  vigorously,  and  continued  to  look  at 
Y\  hite  out  of  soft  brown  eyes  in  which  burned 
that  devotion  which  dogs  often  have  for  a 
good  master.  Getting  up,  he  crossed  over  and 
sat  beside  the  man,  watching  expectantly  for 
the  morsels  of  food  that  he  was  sure  to  get. 

The  meal  through.  White  took  his  hat  and 
went  out  to  work,  leaving  Rex  to  "keep  house, 
like  a  good  doggie." 

As  he  walked  along  through  the  soft  drifts 
of  snow,  he  mused  silently  to  himself. 

"Here  I  am  with  no  money  until  pay  day, 
friendless  except  for  Rex,  new  work  ahead 
of  me, — but  Jove  !  I  was  lucky  to  get  that  job ! 
Thirty  dollars  a  month  for  a  start  and  a  raise 
if  I  prove  efficient.  Xot  so  bad.  seeing  that 
I'm  going  to  get  that  raise."  This  with  deter- 
mination, and  then  continuing,  "  I  don't  won- 
der that  they  discharged  Holmes ;  he's  a  low- 
down  cur,  or  he  wouldn't  have  cursed  me  the 
way  he  did  yesterday.  Gee.  you'd  ha'  thought 
I  had  gone  in  and  kicked  him  cut  bodily  by 
the  way  he  looks  at  me." 

As  he  said  this,  Holmes  himself,  the  former 
inspector  appeared,  a  sullen,  dissipated  look- 
ing fellow  whose  features  were  hardly  dis- 
cernible between  the  facial  covering  of  beard 
and  the  battered  slouch  hat  pulled  down  low 
over  his  face.  But  before  he  passed  White 
he  looked  up  at  him,  and  to  the  latter's  cheery 


"Good  morning !"  he  glared  through  malicious, 
beady,  brown  eyes,  and  with  a  muttered 
"Mawnin !"  slouched  past. 

"Nasty  old  devil !  He's  bound  to  make 
trouble,  so  here's  where  I  keep  clear  of  him," 
thought  Tom  White. 

A  few  minutes  later  he  entered  the  big  log 
cabin  which  served  for  inspector's1  office  and 
storehouse  in  one :  and  was  soon  absorbed  in 
his  work  of  inspecting  and  stamping  bundles 
of  fur. 

After  Holmes  had  seen  White  get  out  of 
sight  he  cautiously  made  his  way  to  the  shack 
that  sheltered  Red  Wampum,  an  Indian 
trader  whom  the  Howard  Fur  Company  had 
engaged  on  account  of  his  experience  and 
knowledge  of  good  furs.  In  answer  to 
Holmes'  knock,  a  muffled  shuffling  was  heard, 
a  bolt  drawn  slowly  back,  and  the  door  opened 
in  cautiously.  Impatiently  the  reprobate  with- 
out pushed  in,  knocking  the  red-man  of  the 
house  down  forcibly.  Red  Wampum  sprung 
up,  eyes  ablaze,  and  cried  furiously,  "Who 
a'  you  ?  Wh'  f  o'  you  com'  'ere  lak  dis  ?  Tell 
Red  Wampum  wh'  for  queek,  or  he  shoot !" 
The  Indian  shook  a  revolver  threateningly, 
and  waited.  Though  a  coward  at  heart, 
Holmes   assumed  an  air  of  bravado. 

"See  here,  Red  Wampum"  he  said  suavely 
"just  put  that  thing  down  a  minute,  will  you  ? 
I  didn't  mean  to  knock  you  down  like  that. 
But  come  now,  I've  got  business  to  attend  to 
and  no  time  to  waste." 

Taking  a  chair  by  the  crude  table  Holmes 
sat  down  and  proceeded  to  make  himself 
comfortable.  The  other  sat  opposite,  but  kept 
his  revolver  on  the  table  beside  him.  Holmes 
began  again. 

"Let's  see.  you  have  charge  of  all  the  sleigh- 
loads  of  skins  sent  in  by  the  traders,  don't 
you  ?"    The  Indian  assented. 

"Well,  then  they  go  to  the  inspector  who 
stamps  them  and  sends  them  to  the  depart- 
ment  at     M .     Don't  they?"     Again  the 

Indian  replied  in  the  affirmative. 

"Now  listen  ."     And  here  in  a  low 
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voice,  almost  a  whisper,  Holmes  proceeded  to 
discuss  something  with  the  Indian. 

He  must  have  been  successful,  for  a  half- 
hour  later  he  came  out  smiling  exultantly,  and 
headed  towards  the  town. 

Ill 

It  was  three  weeks  later,  and  an  order  for 
more  furs  had  come  from  the  headquarters  at 
M .  An  increase  in  trade  ment  necessarily- 
more  furs,  and  more  furs  coming  in  meant 
more  work  for  White.  He  had  received  a 
letter  of  commendation  for  his  good  work,  and 
his  pay  had  increased  until  he  was  earning 
twice  as  much  as  he  had  formerly.  At  his 
request,  an  assistant  was  sent.  Also,  White 
received  word  that  a  big  Chicago  firm  had 
offered  to  deal  with  them,  and  had  sent  on  an 
order  for  furs  which  were  to  be  considered  a 
sample  of  the  grade  which  the  Howard  Fur 
Co.  sent  out.  The  letter  also  asked  that  White 
send  the  best  on  hand,  as  the  deal  meant  much 
money. 

The  rush  continued  all  that  week.  The 
same  Friday  White  picked  out  the  superior 
grade  of  furs,  stamped  them  and  put  them 
aside  *in  a  closet  ready  to  send  the  next  day. 
On  his  way  home  that  night  he  passed 
Holmes  who  looked  at  him  with  a  smile  that 
he  distrusted.  However,  he  decided  to  think 
nothing  further  about  it.  Accordingly,  the 
furs  were  sent  the  next  day,  and  all  was  for- 
gotten for  the  time  being. 

A  week  passed.  Two  weeks  passed.  The 
demand  for  stock  had  decreased  so  much  that 
White  was  able  to  dismiss  his  assistant  and 
attend  to  matters  himself.  When  he  went 
home  the  Monday  evening  of  the  third  week, 
he  found  a  queer  envelope  in  the  letter  box 
outside  his  door.  Looking  it  over  curiously 
he  brought  it  inside  and  laid  it  on  the  table. 
He  took  it  up  again  after  he  had  divested  him- 
self of  his  heavy  outer  garments,  and  opened 
it.  Unfolding  the  paper  within,  which  proved 
to  be  a  telegram  from  the  president,  he  read : 

"Come  at  once  to  office.     Important." 

Edwin  B.  Howard. 


Puzzled  and  amazed,  White  sank  into  a 
chair  and  stared  at  the  bit  of  paper  in  his 
hand. 

IV 

The  office  door  of  the  Howard  Fur  Com- 
pany opened  and  a  man  stepped  out,  closed 
the  door,  but  did  not  go  away.  With  bowed 
head  and  drooping  shoulders,  he  stood  there. 
Something  white  fell  from  his  hand  and  rested 
on  the  floor.  In  it  was  the  name  "Thomas 
White."  Could  this  be  Tom  White  the  jolly 
good-hearted  fellow  who  was  everybody's 
favorite  ? 

After  a  few  minutes  the  man  leaned  over 
and  picked  up  the  envelope,  opened  it,  and 
took  cut  some  clean  bills.  Slowly  he  counted 
them  and  with  a  harsh  laugh  put  them  in  his 
pocket,  tore  up  the  envelope  and  passed  on 
down  the  stairs. 

"Sixty  dollars,"  he  said  to  himself,  "But 
what  is  money  to  a  man's  reputation  and  his 
happiness?"  Thus  musing  he  continued  bit- 
terly : 

"I  didn't  do  it,  but  who  did?  I'll  never  rest 
until  I  find  out  who  it  was  that  substituted 
those  bad  furs  for  the  good  ones  and  lost  me 
my  position.  Howard  said  that  the  deal  was 
lost  and  the  furs  sent  back  with  a  contemptous 
letter.  I  feel  sorry  for  Howard,  though ;  and 
I  can't  say  that  I  blame  him  for  what  he's 
done.  He  couldn't  help  it,  but  someone  else 
can  and  land  help  that  one  if  I  ever  lay  hands 
on  him !" 

V 

It  was  a  crisp,  cold  morning,  a  few  days 
later ;  the  kind  that  makes  your  nose  and  ears 
color  highly,  and  makes  you  clap  your  hands 
and  kick  your  feet  to  keep  the  blood  in  cir- 
culation. And,  as  I  say,  it  was  just  such  a 
morning  as  this  that  White  and  his  dog  Rex 
found  themselves  walking  through  the  woods 
on  their  daily  walk.  They  had  gone  on  silent- 
ly for  some  time  when  Rex  suddenly  stopped 
short,  listened,  and  let  out  a  low  quick  bark. 
White  stopped ;  but  as  he  listened  he  heard 
nothing.  Rex  was  running  through  the  trees 
following  tracks  unmistakably  those  of  a  man. 


10  THE    GOLDEN-ROD 

White  followed  the  dog  swiftly  and  silently,  to  the  Indian's  shack.    He  didn't  have  to  wait 

"Funny  I  didn't  notice  this  place  before,"  long,  for  Friday  morning  the  mail  man  came 

said  White,  for  the  dog  had  stopped  before  a  and  went,  leaving  in  the  mail  box  without,  an 

low  weather  beaten  shanty,  from  which  angry  envelope. 

voices  could  be  heard.     Cautioning  the  dog  to  White  brought  it  in  and  opened  it.     What 

keep  quiet,  White  put  his  ear  up  against  the  he  read  evidently  surprised  him. 

thin  partition  and  listened  attentively.  "Great  Ceasar's  Ghost !  Well  I  am  a  fool 

"But  see  here,  you  old  miser,  I  haven't  any  sure  'nough.     Why     on  earth     didn't     I  see 

more  money     to  give  you!    Can't     you  wait  through    the    whole    thing?"      And    he    read 

awhile?"    The  voice  was  undoubtedly  that  of  aloud; 

Nat  Holmes.  "Red  Wampum  confessed  all  this  morning. 

"Monie'     nex'     day  or     I  no     doo     job"  Holmes  paid  him  to  substitute  some  bad  furs 

answered  a  calm  voice  that  seemed  familiar,  for  the  ones  you  had  picked  out.     This  has 

"But  I  haven't  got  it !"  been  done     more  than  once     since     you  left, 

"Ver'  weet,  Red  Wampum  no  do  eet.    You  Holmes  using  a   counterfeit   of   your   stamp. 

mus'  bring  to  dees  plaze  tomorrow  all  de  furs  Evidently   he    failed   to   pay   the   Indian   suf- 

you  haf.     If  you  say  no,  den  I ."    This  ficiently  and  the  fellow  is  getting  even  in  this 

was  added  lower  and  no  matter  how  he  tried,  way.     Holmes,  on  this  evidence,  will  get  his 

White  could  not  catch  either  the  words  or  the  due  punishment. 

meaning.      Hearing   hasty  movements   in   the  "I  am  very  glad  to  say  this  clears  all  on  your 

room,  he  stealthily  and  speedily  made  his  way  part  and  that  your  place  will  be  waiting  you 

home,  thinking  deeply  all  the  while.  as  usual  on  Monday  morning. 

"As  for  the  deal,  everything  has  been  duly 

VI  explained,  and  to  my  great  relief  the  Chicago 

White  spent  the  next  week  absentmindedly,  firm  renewed  the  order. 

for     he     couldn't     forget     the     conversation  Yours  cordially, 

which  he  had  overheard,  and  kept  wondering  Edwin  B.  Howard/'' 

what  it  was  Red  Wampum  was  going  to  do, 

and  what  it  was  t'hat  had  made  Holmes  go  Ruth    F.   Murphy,    '18 


Filling  His  Shoes 

The  outer  office  door  opened  and  in  walked  "Well,  whada  you  want?"  pugnaciously  de- 

the  fourteen-year-old  office  boy  in  the  employ  manded  the  office  boy, 

of  Ferguson  and  Weeks,  wholesale  druggists.  "Heahs  a  pair  a'  shoes  fer  Mr.  Webster," 

As  he  entered  he  fell  over  a    large  chair  that  said  the  man  utterly  ignoring  the  boy's  ques- 

had  been  carelessly  left  in  front  of  the  door  tion  much  to  that  worthy's  discomfort, 

barking  his  shins  and  also  his  temper.  Taking  the  shoes  he  waited  until  the  man 

"Confound     that     manager,     he's     always  had  gone   out,   then   he   retired   to  the   inner 

leavin'      things      'round     where     he      knows  office,    where    he    sat   a   minute    and   thought 

I'll   fall   over   them  !"  he   exclaimed,   ruefully  which  is  something  office  boys  rarely  do. 

rubbing  his  shins.     He  proceeded  to  his  work  "Put  things   where  I'll   fall  over  'em,   will 

with  a  revengeful  face.     Fifteen  minutes  later  he,"  he  muttered  to  himself. 

the   door   again   opened,   this   time   admitting  He   proceeded    to   unwrap    the    shoes,    and 

a  shabbily   dressed   individual   from  the  local  reaching  into  the  large  bottom  drawer  in  the 

cobbler's.  manager's  desk,  he  unearthed  a  box  of  long, 
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sharp  tacks.    Half  of  the  boxful  went  into  the  times ;  a  signal  for  the  office  boy.  Immediately 
toe  of  one  shoe  and  half  into  the  other.  Then  the  door  opened  and  in  walked  the  boy  look- 
taking  his  gum  from  his  mouth,  he  carefully  ing   as   innocent   as   a   new  born   baby.     The 
divided  it  into  halves  and  stuck  half   in  the  manager  looked  up. 
heel  of  each  shoe.  "Look   here!"     he   almost     shouted,   "I've 

He  then  wrapped  them  up  just  as  they  were  stood  enough  of  your  darned  fool  nonsense, 

before.    He  placed  the  parcel  on  the  desk  and  an'  if  I  here  one  more  word  from  any  one  in  . 

went  about  his  work  with  a  few  smothered  this  office   I'll  fire  you  !     Now  you  get  busy 

chuckles.  and  pick  up  every  single  tack  on  that  floor." 

Half     an   hour     later   Manager     Webster  Perhaps   he    felt   better   after   getting   that 

stamped  in,  covering  the  floor  with  snow  from  out  of  his  system,  at  any  rate  the  poor  boy 

his  soaking  wet  feet.     His  shoes  were  a  sight  did. 

to  behold  and  he  knew  it,  which  simply  added  Five  minutes  later  the  door  opened  and  in 

to  his  already  ruffled  temper.  Walking  straight  walked  Mr.  Ferguson  the  head  of  the  firm, 

to  his  closet  he  divested  himself  of  his  coat,  A  look  of  trouble  was  on  his   face.     In  his 

hat,   and  muffler,   seated  himself   at  his   desk  hand  he  carried  a  suit  case, 

and  started  to  unwrap  the  bundle  which  lay  "What    on    earth    is   that    kid    doing   down 

there  in  front  of  him.     Seeing  the  shoes  he  there?"  he  asked  pointing  to  the  boy  who  was 

gave    an    evclamation    of    satisfaction,    and,  still  picking  up  tacks. 

leaning  over  he  took  his  wet   shoes  off  and  "Oh,  he  is  just  picking  up  some  tacks  for 

tossed    them    under    the    radiator.      Then    he  me,"    answered    the    manager    with    a    broad 

sat  back  in  his  chair  and  put  his  feet  on  top  grin. 

of  the  radiator  to  dry  them.     Picking  up  a  "Well,   listen   Webster,    I've   simply  got  to 

number  of  unopened  letters,  he  sat  there  until  get  this  suit  case  of  chemicals  to  New  York 

his  socks  were  dry.  by  two  o'clock  and  its  twelve  now.     I  can't 

*****  possibly  get   away   myself.     What   have  you 

Feeling  of  his  socks  to  make  sure  they  were  got  on  for  the  next  two  hours?" 

dry,   Mr.   Webster  picked  up  the  new   shoes  "Well,"     said,     Mr.     Webster     dubiously, 

and  selecting  the  left  one,  thrust  his  foot  into  "Stuart  is  coming  out  in  about  half  an  hour 

it.     Here,  gentle  reader,  we  are  compelled  to  to   close  that   deal   with   me,   and   if   I'm  not 

draw  the  curtain.  here    he    won't    wait.      He    says    it    means    a 

After    fifteen    minutes    of    hard    labor    he  lot  to  the  company  and  Stuart  is  not  the  man 

managed  to  get  the  shoes  clear  of  tacks  and  to  lie  about  it,  by  any  means." 

gum,    a-blazing    with    wrath,    he    walked    to-  "But  man  alive !"  exclaimed  the  boss,  "My 

wards  the  door,  opened  it  and  stepped  quietly  whole  reputation  is  at  stake !     You  must  go !" 

out  behind  a  green  burlap  screen,  the  steno-  "All  right,  I'll  go,"  said  the  manager,  But 

grapher  had  placed  around  her  desk  to  keep  I'm   afraid   we'll   lose   that   deal." 

off  the  cold  air  from  the  outer  door.     He  lis-  So  it  was  settled,  he  was  to  go  on  the  next 

tened  carefully  a  minute,   and   having  heard  train.     He  sat  disconsolate  for  a  few  minutes 

enough    ( the  boy  telling  the  stenographer  of  then  gathered  up  his  things  and  set  out  for 

his  joke)  he  turned  and  went  back  in  his  office  the  station. 

again,  very  quietly.     "We'll  see,"  he  muttered.  Later  on  about  1.30  o'clock  a  man  walked 

Stepping  to  his   desk  he  picked  up   the  box  into  the  office.                                                          ! 

of    tacks,    emptied    them    into    his    hand    and  "Is  Mr.  Webster  here?"  he  asked, 

strew  them  around  the  floor  at  the  back  of  the  "No  Sir,  he  is  not,"  answered  the  office  boy. 

room.     Then,  seating  himself  at  his  desk,  he  "Are  you  Mr.  Stuart?" 

pushed   the   small  button   at   end   of   it   three  "That's  I'm,"  answered  the  man  jocosely. 
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"Well  sir,  would  you  please  come  in  here  a 
minute  and  wait  and  maybe  he, will  be  back 
soon?"  answered  the  boy  with  a  strange  look 
on  his  face  that  the  man  did  not  see.  If  he 
had  he  might  have  wondered. 

"Well,  I'll  wait  a  few  minutes,"  answered 
the  man,  and  he  went  into  the  office. 

The  boy  went  over  to  the  stenographer, 
whispered  a  few  hurried  words  in  her  ear  and 
went  into  the  office. 

The  stranger's  back  was  turned  as  he  en- 
tered he  might  have  seen  the  boy  snap  the 
spring  lock  as  he  walked  in.  The  door  closed 
quietly  making  them  prisoners.  The  boy 
started  to  talk  to  the  man  but  as  the  man  did 
not  seem  talkative  he  went  to  the  window  and 
looked  out. 

About  half  an  hour  later  Stuart  looked  at 
his  watch  and  remarked :  "Well  I  must  be 
going." 

The  office  boy  walked  to  the  door  and,  dis- 
covering the  door  locked,  exclaimed : 

"Golly     Mr.   Stuart     the  spring     lock  has 


jarred  loose  and  locked  us  in.     Mr.  Webster 
has  the  only  key  to  it." 

It  can't  be  denied  Mr.  Stuart  was  wrathy 
but  he  was  sensible.  Twenty  minutes  later 
Mr.  Webster  came  back  and  finding  the  spring 
lock  snapped  inquired  of  the  stenographer 
why  it  had  happened  and  she  explained  about 
everything. 

The  manager  burst  into  the  room  after  ad- 
justing the  lock  again  and  ordering  the  boy 
from  the  room  wrung  Stuart's  hand  and  sat 
down.  So  worked  up  was  he  that  he  had 
put  through  the  deal  within  twenty  minutes. 

After  Stuart  had  gone  Mr.  Webster  went  to 
the  boss,  who  had  just  arrived  from  some- 
where and  told  of  the  boy's  conduct.  The 
boss  was  greatly  pleased  and  the  result  was 
a  higher  position  for  the  boy.  Later  on  after 
the  manager's  excitement  had  subsided,  he 
told  the  boy : 

"Harry,  my  lad,  if  you  do  many  more 
things  like  this  one  you'll  be  able  to  fill  my 
shoes  right  and  proper  some  day." 

Theodore  Brown,  1918. 


The  Way  of  a  Viking 


"Who's  goin'  be  cook  tonight"  said  big, 
burly  Steve. 

"Not  I,  not  I,"  came  from  a  dozen  throats. 

"Well  somebody's  got  a  be  hash  slinger 
that's  sartin  if  we  gonna  have  any  grub,  only 
please  don't  offer  if  ya  can't  do  no  better  than 
Jake.    We  gotta  work  tomorrow." 

"Nothing  but  silence  filled  the  room,  when 
the  door  opened  with  a  bang  and  admitted 
a  tall,  straight,  light  haired  fellow  who  could 
easily  be  distinguished  as  Swedish.  Instantly 
there  was  a  smile  on  every  man's  face  and  he 
was  greeted  on  all  sides  with  "Hello  square- 
head," "Aphonso,"  "Lady's  maid." 

"If  ya  sure  ya  hands  are  clean  ya  can  cook 
tonight  if  ya  want  to  Bud's  sick"  said  Steve. 

"Just  as  you  say,  gentlemen,"  he  answered 
in  rather  broken  English  and  without  further 


ado  he  went  about  preparing  the  meal.  The 
men  retired  to  different  parts  of  the  camp 
and  left  the  Swede  with  the  whole  cabin  to 
work  in. 

Hendrick  Nielson  was  a  well  educated 
young  man  who  through  the  European  War 
was  forced  to  leave  his  business  and  so  came 
to  America  without  much  capital.  Failing 
to  find  work  he  drifted  to  the  Northern  part 
of  Maine  and  was  engaged  as  a  lumberjack 
in  a  camp  with  about  twenty  men.  The  camp 
consisted  of  two  big,  log  cabins  in  the  head 
of  the  woods  twenty  miles  from  the  nearest 
village. 

The  men  who  were  of  a  rough  and  ready 
nature,  made  it  hard  for  this  stranger  in  a 
foreign  land,  as  he  was  more  cultured  and  re- 
fined.    They  ridiculed  him  for  his  table  man- 
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ners  and  brushing  his  hair  every  morning. 
They  were  even  more  spiteful  when  he  re- 
fused to  play  cards,  gamble  and  drink  liquor. 

To  go  back  to  the  present.  It  was  about 
half  an  hour  later  when  Hendrick  called  the 
men  to  supper.  They  came  lumbering  in  one 
by  one  in  a  hungry,  criticizing  mood. 

"Hope  things  taste  as  good  as  they  smell" 
sputtered  Steve. 

"What's  the  bill  o'  fare  tonight  anyway" 
said  a  short,  greasy-looking  fellow. 

"Bacon,  boiled  potatoes,  canned  peas,  canned 
pears,  tea  and  some  cornbread  I  made  up 
quickly.     Hope  you  enjoy  it." 

"We  can  tell  about  that  later,"  answered 
Luke. 

Soon  the  hungry  mob  were  eating  and  talk- 
ing so  fast  that  their  tongues  and  the  dishes 
clicked  in  unison.  The  supper  evidently  was 
satisfactory  as  a  few  complimentary  remarks 
were  heard  such  as : 

"Wall,  gota  give  the  Swede  credik  he  sure 
can  cook.  We'll  do  the  china,  Alphonso,  you 
may  go  out  tonight  seeing  your  dinner  was  so 
elegant." 

Hendrick,  glad  to  get  away  from  the  noise 
and  clamor,  left  the  room  and  went  out  in  the 
shed  a-joining  it.  Taking  a  pair  of  skiis  he  had 
crudely  made,  he  left  the  cabin  and  went  out 
in  the  bright  moonlight.  He  walked  about 
half  a  mile  when  he  paused  on  the  top  of  a 
hill  and  admired  the  beauty  of  the  scene  before 
him.  Below  him  lay  acres  and  acres  of  snow 
glistening  in  the  moonlight.  Around  him 
sparklad  more  snow  dotted  here  and  there  by 
groups  of  murmuring  pine  trees.  Above  him 
was  the  deep  blue  of  the  night  sky,  sprinkled 
with  millions  of  little  stars.  He  thought  of 
dear  old  Sweden  where  the  same  moon  and 
stars  were  shining.  Then  with  a  sigh  he  came 
back  to  Maine  and  fastening  on  his  skiis  made 
ready  for  a  leap. 

His  blood  was  racing,  his  nerves  tingling 
when  ascending  for  about  the  fifth  time  he 
became  conscious  of  a  confusing  noise  above 
him.  When  he  reached  the  top  he  was  seized 
by  burly  Steve,  whose  tongue  and  legs  were 


very  wobbly.  He  demanded  in  a  shaking, 
rasping  voice  "to  try  them  wings."  The  men 
who  were  none  too  sober  themselves  tried  to 
persuade  him  not  to  but  he  was  determined. 
Hendrick  thought  he  would  let  him  learn  his 
lesson  and  fastened  them  on  him.  Steve  made 
a  wild  leap  and  plunged  headlong  into  a  deep 
snowdrift.  A  hilarious  roar  went  up  from  the 
men  and  continued  until  Steve  excavated  him- 
self. But  when  they  saw  his  face  livid  with 
anger  they  made  ready  to  depart,  turning  only 
once  to  see  him  breaking  the  skiis  into  pieces.. 
Hendrick  was  the  only  one  remaining  who 
after  watching  him  a  few  minutes  went  after 
his  skiis  and  politely  offered  to  assist  him. 
Steve  more  than  politely  told  him  to  go  some- 
where else  so  Hendrick  left  him  in  an  angry 
vicious  mood. 

The  next  day  dawned  bright  and  clear.  The 
men  came  straggling  in  one  by  one  to  break- 
fast, where  Hendrick  was  again  presiding. 
The  men  were  in  a  quarrelsome  mood,  prob- 
ably the  effects  of  the  night  before.  They 
fought  and  jeered  at  each  other  all  during 
breakfast,  and  left  for  their  work  in  a  sullen 
mood.  Hendrick  stayed  at  the  cabin  for  about 
two  hours,  clearing  up  and  helping  Bud  who 
felt  well  enough  to  get  up  but  was  still  pretty 
sick. 

Therefore  it  was  about  eleven  o'clock  when 
he  left  camp  and  made  for  the  woods.  As  he 
neared  the  clearing  he  noticed  signs  of  con- 
fusion among  the  men.  He  hastened  his  steps 
and  reaching  the  men  he  found  them  in  a  regu- 
lar hullabaloo.  It  did  not  take  long  to  find  out 
that  Steve  had  been  badly  hurt  by  a  large  tree 
which  had  fallen  on  him  through  Luke's  mis- 
calculation. The  horses  had  all  gone  with  the 
sleds  to  the  village  for  supplies,  there  wasn't 
a  pair  of  snow  shoes  in  camp.  How  could 
they  get  a  doctor?  Steve  was  probably  dying. 
After  giving  the  men  a  few  orders  to  tend  to 
Steve,  Hendrick  hastened  back  to  camp  and 
tying  his  broken  skiis  together  started  across 
country  to  the  village. 

This  way  had  many  inclines  some  steeper 
than  others  and  with  the  aid  of  his  skiis  he 
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made  fairly  good  time.  It  was  just  about 
dusk  when  reaching  a  big  hill  about  two  miles 
from  the  village  his  skiis  struck  a  rock  and  he 
went  about  one  hundred  and  eighty  feet,  and 
landed  in  a  snowdrift.  His  skiis  were  broken 
in  pieces  and  he  bruised  his  arm  quite  badly, 
but  throwing  away  his  skiis  he  plunged  some- 
times waist  deep  in  the  snowdrifts  and 
reached  the  village  about  six  o'clock. 

To  his  dismay  the  doctor  had  just  left  town 
to  set  a  broken  leg,  but  he  cheered  up  presently 
when  the  pretty  brown  haired  nurse  offered  to 
go  back  with  him  on  snow  shoes.  For  who 
could  be  sad  with  a  pretty  young  lady,  to  snow 
shoe  twenty  miles  on  a  moonlight  night.  It 
was  daybreak  when  they  reached  the  camp 
and  during  that  time  they  had  formed  a  friend- 
ship which  was  to  last  a  life  time. 

They  found  Steve  had  regained  conscious- 


ness, but  was  in  great  pain.  The  nurse  got 
busy  at  once  and  with  strong  capable  hands 
made  him  comfortable  so  that  when  the  doc- 
tor arrived  he  said  he  had  a  fighting  chance. 

Hendrick  was  reading  that  night  when  a 
message  came  from  Steve.  He  left  at  once 
for  the  little  one-roomed  cabin  fitted  specially 
for  the  sick.  The  nurse  ushered  him  in  with  a 
smile  and  he  found  himself  facing  an  extra 
large-sized  man  on  a  rather  small-sized  cot. 
Steve's  eyes  were  all  that  could  be  seen  of  him 
and  they  pleaded  eloquently  when  he  put  out 
his  hand  to  shake.  No  words  were  needed, 
one  look  and  grip  was  enough. 

"You'll  get  your  reward  some  day,"  said 
Steve. 

"Thank  you."  said  Hendrick,  "perhaps  later 
things  will  even  up."  He  looked  pleadingly  at 
the  nurse.     She  was  gracious  enough  to  blush. 

Lillian  ^* alter,   '18. 


A  Warning  to  Freshmen 


Freshmen  haven't  you  been  told. 
By  your  teacher  brave  and  bold, 
That  it  is  an  awful  crime, 
To  stone  the  pond  at  recess  time. 
And  still  you  do  insist ! 

II 
Moreover,    freshmen,   you've  been   warned, 
To  keep  from  going  on  the  pond, 
Until  the  ice  is  not  so  thin, 
For  if  you  do  you'll  sure  fall  in. 
But  still  you  do  insist ! 

Ill 
Now    freshmen   dear   take   my   advice, 
Keep  off  that  pond,  and  off  that  ice. 
Until  you  find  it's  no  more  a  crime, 
To  visit  the  pond  at  recess  time. 
And  then  you  may  insist ! 

Lawrence  J.  Curtin,  1918. 
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Mea  Fabula 

"Poeta  non  certe  sum, 

Sed  tamen  tentabo, 
Autem,  magistro  meo 

Fabulam  earn  scribo. 

"Quid  de  fabula  erit? 

Mane  ;  de  eo  puto  ! 
Mon  puto  de  aliquo, 

Tarn,  cum  dolore  desisto. 

Herbert  F.  Fitton,  1920. 


Timmy's  New  Year  Problem 

"Say,    ma,    don't    we    have    any    turkey    this  Tim  walked  along  until  he  was  in  front 

New  Year's?     Christmas  we  had  sardines,  ya  of    Dutchy's    and    there    he    again    stopped, 

know."  Right  on  a  big  bench  in  front  of  him  were 

The    speaker    was    a    small,    thin,    peaked  four  big  turkeys ! 

face  chap  of  about  twelve  years.     He  was  "Gee,"    said    Timmy    wistfully    "wisht    we 

standing  with  his  feet  spread  apart,  hands  was  g0in  ter  have  turkey.     Wonder  how  it 

sunk  deep  into  his  dirty  little  pockets,  and      tastes,  cooked.  Well, sardines  is  bet- 

his  mouth  screwed  up  in  a  very  comical  ex-  ter'n  nothin." 

pression.  Dutchy  came  rushing  out  with  a  turkey 

On  receiving  no  answer  he  began  again,  in  his  armS;  canjng  for  tne  store  boy, 

"Say,  ma,  cantcha  talk  to  a  feller?     Does  "Hans,  where,  are  ya?     Hans!" 

we  have  turkey  or  sardines?"  Tim  came  slowly  up  and  said> 

His    mother    stopped    her    washing    long  »j  jest  seen  him  goin  round  tiie  corner,  I 

enough  to  sigh  and  say,  did      Envthin  important?" 

"Timothy  O'Brien,  where  did  you  ever  get  "yes/'  exclaimed  Dutchy,  "I  forgot  to  send 

such    extravagant    ideas?      Turkeys?      Sure,  this  feller  to  Mrs.  Milton.    I'll  give  a  pound 

its  sardines  that  will  be  our  turkey.  ,             .r          ,n    ,  ,-         ■.  „ 

„.               ,  •       ,  •                  ,     r               ■  of  nuts  if  you  11  deliver  it. 

lim  watching  his  mothers  face  noticed  a  „    .          .        „           , 

i      ,      f       •                          v      a  i          j     n-  "Sure,"  cried  Tim,  "givus  it.     Gee  what 

look  ot  pain  creep  over  it.    Ashamed  of  him-  '                              fe 

self  he  cried,  a  whopper  !     'Bye." 

"Never  mind,  ma,  if  ya  close  ya  eyes  sar-  As  Tim  trudged  along  a  wicked  thought 

dines  taste  like  turkey,  never  mind.  So  long,  entered  his  little  red  head.     Laying  the  tur- 

I'm  c-oino-  out !"  key  down,   he   unwrapped   it   and  with  the 

Outside   Tim's   gay   spirits    fell   and  with  remains    of   a    knife    blade    carved    off   Mr. 

something  like  a  sob  and  a  dab  at  his  eyes,  Turk's  lower  limbs.     These  he  slipped  into 

he  walked  slowly  down  the  alley.     At  the  his  ragged  blouse,  wrapped  up  the  legless 

corner  of  this  alley  stood  'Dutchy's  Market'  turkey  and  started  off. 

and  it  was  here  Tim  got  his  ideas  of  having  When  he  reached  Mrs.  Miltons,  he  began 

turkey.     Such  nice  ones  as  Dutchy  sold,  so  to  feel  queer.     He  tried  to  say  he  was  not 

big  and  fine !     But  he  also  sold  sardines,  so     afraid  but   still  — . 

small  and  greasy  !  "Well,  here  goes,"  he  whispered,  and  going 
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around  to  the  kitchen  door,  knocked,  and 
heard  a  voice  call. 

"Come  in," 

Poor  Tim  shivered  and  shook,  but  went 
in.  He  hastily  laid  the  turkey  on  the  table 
and  started  for  the  door. 

"Wait,  my  little  fellow,"  called  the  woman 
kindly,  "I  wish  to  see  if  he  is  a  good  one, 
with  line  legs." 

Tim  not  daring  to  disobey  stood  near  the 
door,  his  face  a  ghastly  white,  his  teeth 
chattering  and.  oh,  how  his  bodv  trembled ! 
He  waited  in  terrible  silence  while  she  un- 
tied the  turkey  ! 

"Why,"  exclaimed  the  woman,  "it  hasn't 
any  limbs !" 

"His  what,  ma'am?"  cried  Tim,  in  equal 
surprise,  he  had  never  heard  legs  called  limbs 
before. 

"Why  his  legs,  child,  his  legs.  I ," 

here  she  stopped,  she  had  spied  one  of  Mr. 
Turk's  legs  protruding  from  out  Tim's  wret- 
ched blouse. 

"Can  you  explain,  my  boy,"  she  said  gent- 
ly, "why  he  has  no  legs?" 

Tim  stuttered  out. 

"I  guess mum  —  its  account ■  of 

— of  the  war vesm'm." 


The  woman  walked  over  and  pulled  out 
both  of  the  turkey's  legs. 

Tim  was  now  trembling  so  that  he  could 
hardly  stand  up.  He  was  ashamed  and  ter- 
ribly frightened,  and  began  to  cry. 

The  woman  asked  in  a  voice,  not  unkindly, 
"Why  did  you  steal,  son?  Don't  you  know 
it  is  wrong?" 

"Yesm'm."  sobbed  Tim,  "but,  mum,  if  you 
never  had  nuthin  for  Xew  Years  except 
sardines,  you'd  feel  like  stealin !" 

She  told  him  not  to  cry  and  asking  his 
name  and  address  said, 

"You  should  pray  to  your  Father,  little 
fellow.    He  will  surely  help  you." 

"Ah,  say,"  exclaimed  Tim  in  disgust,  "my 
fadder's  dead.  Besides,  he  wouldn't  help  us. 
Why,  when  he  was  livin'  he  never  gived  us 


nothin  except  beaten  tips.  Guess  he  won't 
help  us  now  when  he's  dead.     Huh !" 

The  woman  only  sighed,  patted  his  head 
and  said, 

"Good  bye,  Tim." 

Tim.  walked  slowly  home,  forgetting  his 
nuts,  sardines  and  everything  except  his  new 
sorrow.     He  was  a  thief ! 

His  mother  was  still  washing,  when  he 
entered,  and  oh  how  sad  he  felt ! 

The  room  was  still.  Then  came  a  whis- 
per.     Mar 

Silence,  and  then  came  the  whisper,  only 
louder, 

"Ma?" 

Again  silence  reigned  supreme,  but  this 
time  came  the  roar, 

"Ma?"  followed  by  a  burst  of  tears. 

"Why,  Timothy  child,  what's  the  matter, 
are  you  sick?"  anxiously  asked  his  mother, 
as  Tim  very  seldom  cried. 

Soon  Tim  had  made  his  confession  and 
had  been  reprimanded  and  soothed. 

"And.  ma,"  exclaimed  the  boy  again  in 
surprise,  "she  said  to  pray  to  dad,  and  every 
thing   would   be    alright.      Guess    not,   huh, 


ma 


o" 


"Timothy.  I'm  surprised  and  ashamed  of 
you,"  said  his  mother  sadly,  "did  you  forget 
God?" 

"Oh,  gee.  ma.  I  did  forget  God."  ex- 
claimed Tim,  "but  is  it  too  late  now  ?  I  wanna 
have  turkey  instead  of  sardines.  It  is  too 
late,  huh?" 

Tim's  mother  knelt  with  him. 

Soon  a  knock  came  on  the  tenement  door 
and  in  walked  Tim's  friend  of  a  minute  ago. 

On  her  arm  hung  a  basket  from  which 
the  legs  of  a  large  turkey  were  hanging. 

Tim's  mother  welcomed  the  visitor,  who 
turned  to  Tim  saying, 

"I  heard  you,  Timothy,  and  you  did  re- 
member your  Father,  didn't  you?" 

"Ah,  please  mum,  call  me  Tim.  Ma  al- 
ways  calls  me  Timothy  when  she's  mad.  The 
fellers  calls  me  Timothy  when  they  guy  me. 
Please  call  me  Tim.     Say  is  that  turkev  fer 
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us?  What  a  big  feller!"  Tim  was  busily 
dancing  around  and  trying  to  talk  at  the 
same  time. 

"Yes,  the  basket  is  for  you.  The  turkey 
has  both  legs  even  if  it  is  war  time,"  replied 
the  woman,  smiling  in  spite  of  herself. 


All  of  a  sudden  Tim  remembered  his  nuts. 
"Say,  ma,  watch  the  turkey  till  I  come  back. 
I'm  goin  down  to  Dutchy's.  Thankya  mum 
fer  the  basket.  I'm  off.  Hurray,  turkey 
fer  ma  and  me  'stead  of  sardines.  But  sar- 
dines are  better  than  nothin'.     Bye" 

Ethel  Grant,  1918. 


A  Tale  of  a  Teuton 


The  Germans  were  a  sturdy  race, 
They  were  mostly  eight  feet  tall, 
And  when  it  came  to  courage, 
They  were  not  afraid  at  all. 

But  their  lands  were  very  dreary, 
Much  colder  than  the  rest 
They  thought  the  country  farther  south, 
Was  very  much  the  best. 

So  they  got  into  their  little  boats, 
And  crossed  the  River  Rhine. 
They  took  the  land  of  the  Sequani, 
And  thought  it  mighty  fine. 

Now  Julius  Caesar  craved  this  land, 
To  increase  the  lands  of  Rome, 
So  he  went  north  with  all  his  men, 
To  send  the  Germans  home. 

But  the  Germans  were  very  stubborn 
This  thing-  they  would  not  do 
They  had  crossed  the  River  Rhine  to  stay 
And  they'd  play  the  whole  game  thru. 

Their  leader  Ariovistus, 
Just  doubled  up  his  fist, 
And  said  if  Caesar  wasn't  nice 
He'd  slap  his  little  wrist. 

Then  Caesar  sent  ambassadors, 

To  see  what  they  could  do. 

They  told  the  Germans  to  right  all  wrongs, 

And  start  on  something  new. 

But  to  this  ultimatum 

The  king  made  bold  reply 

He  had  gained  his  lands  by  right  of  war 

He'd  keep  them  now  or  die. 


The  two  great  generals  couldn't  agree 
A  battle  had  to  be  fought 
So  Julius  Caesar  pitched  his  camp, 
Upon  a  chosen  spot. 

He  tried  to  make  them  battle 
But  the  Germans  would  not  fight, 
For  no  engagement  could  they  win, 
Beneath  the  old  moon's  light. 

And  so  they  stayed  within  their  camp, 
And  many  days  went  by 
Not  one  of  them  would  fight  until, 
The  new  moon  lit  the  sky. 

But  Julius  was  in  a  hurry, 

He  wouldn't  wait  for  them. 

And  so  he  massed  his  valiant  troops, 

In  a  "triplicem  aciem." 

They  charged  the  Germans  bravely. 
They  parried  and  they  thrust. 
They  battled  "comminus  gladiis," 
And  many  bit  the  dust. 

The  Germans  were  defeated, 
They  turned  in  swift  retreat. 
So  Ariovistus  ran  for  home, 
For  he  knew  that  he  was  beat. 

At  last  he  reached  the  River  Rhine, 
And  paddled  across  once  more, 
He  threw  away  his  sword  and  shield, 
For  his  fighting  days  were  o'er. 

Then  Julius  Caesar  packed  his  grip, 
And  returned  to  hither  Gaul, 
And  there  he  dreamed  of  times  to  come 
When  he'd  be  lord  of  all. 

Norman  Dodge,  T2. 
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An  Absorbing  Romance 


The  blotter  poising  just  above 

The  ink,  began  to  woo, 
To  drink  in,  with  the  thirst  of  love. 

Her  I's  of  liquid  blue. 

As,  with  the  lightness  of  a  bird, 
She  moved  across  the  paper, 

He  followed,  drinking  every  word 
As  if  'twere  so  much  vapor. 

'Twas  rare  to  see  her  color  fade, 
When,  as  she  chanced  to  con  him 

She  realized  that  she  had  made 
A  strong  impression  on  him — 


For  love  pursued  in  such  a  way 

Was  bound  to  leave  its  mark; 
And  like  the  villian  in  the  play, 

His  face  was  growing  dark. 

But,  ah,  'tis  seldom  that  the  fair 
Can  fend  off  male  persistence — 

The  pressure  which  he  brought  to  bear 
Soon  weakened  her  resistance. 

He  drew  her  to  him ;  and  with  glee, 

He  heard  her  faintly  coo : 
"Dear  one,  if  you  are  soft  on  me, 

I'm  quite  absorbed  in  you. 

Edwin  Johnson,  '18 


The  Lay  of  the  Caesar  Class 

Oh  !  Once  there  was  a  Caesar  class, 

As  pleasant  as  could  be, 
They  ne'er  grew  cross  nor  turned  to  tears, 

When  one  and  all  got  "P." 

They  never  looked  constructions  up. 
And  when  "dear  teacher"  frowned, 

Some  youth  would  make  an  apt  remark, 
'Twould  turn  the  frown  around. 


They  asked  her  brainless  questions 

With  an  interested  air ; 
They  hated  composition, 

And  they  passed  it  with  a  stare. 

Sometimes  they  did  translation ; 

Sometimes  they  didn't — more. 
But  goodness  !     Do  you  take  it  ? 

It's  just  an  awful  bore. 

Marian  Carter,  '19. 
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SCHOOL  NEWS 


DEBATING  CLUB 


THALIA  CLUB 


A  meeting  was  held  in  Room  13,  Wednes- 
day, December  6.  The  question  for  debate 
was :  Resolved,  that  the  present  electoral  sys- 
tem be  abolished  and  presidents  be  elected  by 
direct  vote.  The  debaters  were:  (affirmative), 
Gesmer  and  Mahoney;  (negative),  Dimmick 
and  H.  Nixon.  The  judges  were  unanimously 
in  favor  of  the  negative.  The  question  for 
January  3  is :  Resolved,  that  Congress  shall 
pass  a  prohibition  amendment  to  go  into  effect 
January  1,  1918.  Walters  was  admitted  to 
the  society.  Keyes  then  gave  an  excellent 
reading. 

A  meeting  was  held  in  Room  13,  December 
20.  The  question  for  debate  was :  Resolved, 
that  the  government  should  own  and  operate 
the  telephone  and  telegraph  systems.  The  de- 
baters were:  (affirmative),  Mahoney;  (nega- 
tive), Higgins  and  H.  Nixon.  The  decision 
was  awarded  to  the  negative.  The  question 
chosen  for  January  17  is :  Resloved,  that  uni- 
versal military  training  should  be  adopted  in 
the  United  States  for  boys  between  the  ages 
of  eighteen  and  nineteen,  who  shall  be  liable 
for  service  during  the  four  years  following. 
The  debaters  appointed  for  January  17  are: 
(affirmative),  Bailey,  Richmond,  and  New- 
comb;  (negative),  Carlson,  Walters  and  Ras- 
mussen. 

Friday  evening,  December  22,  the  Debating 
Society  entertained  the  Thalia  Club.  The 
members  of  the  two  clubs  went  to  the  Hall  to 
listen  to  a  sermon  a  la  Billy  Sunday  by  H. 
Nixon  and  a  dialogue  by  Mullen  and  Keyes, 
preceded,  interrupted,  and  followed  by  numer- 
ous uncontrollable  outbursts  from  the  Mada- 
gascar kitchen  orchestra.  No  longer  able  to 
withstand  the  repeated  assaults  of  the  above 
named  instrument  of  torture,  the  students  fled 
to  the  gym  to  play  games  and  partake  of  re- 
freshments. Thus  a  very  enjoyable  evening 
was  spent. 


A  business  meeting  was  held  in  Room  31, 
Tuesday,  November  28.  The  new  constitu- 
tion and  the  by-laws  of  the  Club  were  read 
and  accepted.  It  was  also  voted  to  recom- 
mend to  the  Athletic  Committee  the  appro- 
priation of  twenty-five  dollars  for  the  track 
team  from  the  proceeds  of  the  Athletic  Play. 
Mary  McCue  was  elected  to  fill  a  senior  va- 
cancy, and  Helen  Murphy  to  fill  a  junior  va- 
cancy. The  program  for  the  coming  year  was 
mapped  out  by  Miss  Brooks.  *  It  is  given  be- 
low : 

January  5.     Annual  Alumnae   Party. 
January  26.     Skating  Party. 
February  16.     Sleighing  Party. 
March  9.     Backwoods  Party. 
March  23.     Literary  Meeting. 
April  6.     April  Fool  Party. 
April  20.    Literary  Meeting. 
May  11.     Senior  Farewell. 


LATIN  CLUB 


A  meeting  was  held  Friday,  December  8. 
The  members  enjoyed  a  garland  dance  given 
by  several  girls  of  the  Club  in  the  Gym,  and 
then  they  went  to  the  Hall  where  they  were 
entertained  by  Mabel  Derry  with  several  ex- 
cellent selections  on  the  piano.  The  quaestor, 
Theodore  Nixon,  gave  his  report  and  arranged 
for  the  payment  of  dues.  The  several  articles 
and  amendments  to  the  constitution  were 
voted  on.  Misses  Bagg,  Horst,  Taylor, 
Whelan,  and  Mr.  H.  Nixon  were  admitted  to 
the  Club  as  honorary  members.  The  name 
chosen  for  the  Club  is  Sodalitas  Latina  and 
the  motto  chosen  is  "Velle  est  posse."  A  mo- 
tion was  made  and  passed  to  fine  absent  mem- 
bers five  cents  for  a  single  absence  and  ten 
cents  for  each  consecutive  absence. 


20 


THE     GOLDEN-ROD 


DRAMATICS 


The  Athletic  play,  "The  Touch-down,"  was 
presented  by  the  Debating  and  Thalia  clubs 
November  24,  at  8  p.m.,  in  the  Hall.  The 
cast  was  the  same  as  that  given  in  the  first  is- 
sue of  the  Golden  Rod,  except  that  James  Le 
Cain  was  given  the  part  of  Holman  and  Web- 
ster Pierce  took  the  part  of  Professor  Sum- 
ner. Although  given  but  a  short  time  to  prac- 
tice, both  did  their  parts  in  a  first-rate  man- 
ner. Theodore  Higgins  received  much  applause 
for  his  clever  acting  and  Hildegarde  Ducey, 
who  played  opposite  him,  won  the  hearts,  of 
her  audience.  Augusta  MacMahon  played  her 
part  to  perfection;  her  partner,  Hugh  Nixon, 
did  well.  Esther  Jackson  and  Frances  Hor- 
ton,  as  the  charming  Sylvester  twins,  kept  not 
only  the  full  attention  of  their  audience,  but 
of  Miss  Parmalee  and  Coach  Clark  as  well. 
These  two  latter  parts  were  admirably  well 
taken  by  Edna  Mellish  and  John  Mahoney, 
respectively.  Esther  Bagg,  as  the  loyal  and 
lovable  Indian  girl,  inspired  her  partners,  Rus- 
sell Johnson  and  William  Kendall,  to  the  fine 
acting  which  they  did.  The  quartette,  con- 
sisting of  D.  Blake,  Holteen,  Sears,  and  Rob- 
inson deserves  praise  for  therr  work  as  does 
the  Property  Committee  of  Bowen,  Cum- 
mings,  Miss  Russell,  and  Miss  La  Tour,  and 
the  Ticket  Committee  of  H.  Ewertz  and  Miss 
Roache.  Miss  Brooks  has  the  fullest  thanks 
of  the  school  for  her  skillful  management  and 
Miss  Howes  and  the  orchestra  and  the  Draw- 
ing and  Household  Arts  departments,  also 
contributed  toward  making  the  play  a  success. 
The  school  and  cast  thank  the  many  others 
who  helped,  including  those  that  attended  the 
play.  The  greatest  credit  and  thanks  is  due 
Miss  Thayer  for  her  tireless  work  at  coaching 
and  organizing.  The  play  was  a  fine  tribute 
to  her  ability  and  care.  The  profits  were 
$125. 

The  pupils  of  Miss  Zeller's  German  classes 
gave  a  German  play  in  the  Hall  Friday  after- 
noon, December  15.  The  cast  is  given  in  the 
first  issue  of  the  Golden  Rod.  Priscilla  White 


and  Daavid  Weinhouse  did  especially  fine 
work.  Evelyn  Luke,  in  the  charming  role  of 
Marie  von  Steinfels  played  her  part  in  a  per- 
fect manner,  as  did  David  Gesmer,  who 
played  opposite  her  as  Edward  von  Sudorf. 
Hildegarde  Ducey,  Gretchen  Horst,  and 
Esther  Bagg  did  fine  work,  too.  The  cast  of 
"Ein  Schatz  fur's  Hans"  was  coached  by  Miss 
Zeller,  who  has  the  thanks  of  the  school  for 
her  work  and  care.  The  play  was  made  all 
the  more  enjoyable  by  the  presence  of  part  of 
the  orchestra. 


MUSIC 


The  Mixed  Glee  Club  now  practising  under 
the  direction  of  Miss  Howes  is  composed  of 

the  following: 


Sopranos 

Miss  Jones 
Miss  Bussing 
Miss  Orr 
Miss  MacMahon 
Miss  Buzzell 

Alto 

Miss  Luke 
Miss  McCabe 
Miss  Rogers 


Bass 

Hellberg 
H.  Nixon 
Burr 
Davis 
Mahoney 

Tenor 

D.  Blake 

Sears 

Robinson 

Simmons 


The  annual  Christmas  concert  was  given  be- 
fore the  school  Friday,  December  22,  at  11.55. 
The  Mixed  and  Girls'  Glee  Clubs  gave  several 
selections.  Mr.  Webster,  the  'cello  soloist, 
pleased  the  school  especially.  Mr.  Whyte  sang 
several  excellent  selections.  In  addition,  the 
school  was  entertained  by  the  Orchestra  and 
the  Victrola.  To  Miss  Howes  is  due  all  the 
credit  for  planning  and  working  out  the  con- 
cert and  the  school  showed  its  appreciation  of 
her  work  by  giving  her  a  rising  vote  of 
thanks.  Mr.  Collins  then  wished  a  Merry 
Christmas,  a  Happy  New  Year,  and  a  pleas- 
ant vacation  to  all  before  dismissal. 
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The  boys  of  the  school  assembled  in  the 
Hall  Alonday,  November  27.  Mr.  Collins  took 
up  the  matter  of  stealing  articles  from  the 
coat  room  in  the  basement  and  then  passed 
on  to  the  question  of  substituting  hockey  and 
track  for  basket-ball  and  base-ball,  saying  that 
basket-ball  is  a  vanishing  sport  and  that  track 
and  hockey  are  taking  its  place.  He  also  sug- 
gested the  plan  of  having  class  base-ball  teams 
take  the  place  of  the  one  school  team  and 
asked  the  school  to  give  the  matter  their  earn- 
est consideration. 

At  the  assembly  in  the  Hall,  Monday,  De- 
cember 4,  Mr.  Collins  spoke  of  several  matters 
of  interest.  He  said  that  several  more  fresh- 
man rooms  would  have  to  alternate  in  coming 
to  the  Hall,  owing  to  the  fact  that  some  seats 
have  been  taken  out  to  make  room  for  the 
new  library  at  the  right  of  the  balcony,  which 
Mr.  Collins  said  had  been  located  there  to 
give  better  facilities  for  quiet  study  and  refer- 
ence. The  library  will  be  used  only  for  li- 
brary work  and  not  as  a  meeting-place  or 
house  of  correction.  Mr.  Collins  then  said 
that  only  the  ordered  number  of  school  calen- 
dars would  be  printed  and  urged  each  pupil 
desiring  a  calendar  to  put  his  name  on  the 
order  lists.  Announcement  was  made  of  the 
Christmas  Concert  to  be  given  December  22, 
and  the  pupils  were  requested  to  bring  five 
cents  each  to  pay  the  soloists,  who  are  willing 
to  come  at  reduced  rates. 

The  school  met  in  the  Hall,  Monday,  De- 
cember 11.  Mr.  Collins  announced  that  $125 
had  been  given  to  the  Athletic  Association  by 
the  students  and  teachers  connected  with  the 
athletic  play,  "The  Touch-down,"  and 
thanked  them.  The  Alumni  Association  has 
invited  the  seniors  to  be  present  at  their  re- 
ception at  the  High  School,  Wednesday  even- 
ing, December  13.  Hugh  Nixon  then  urged 
the  school,  in  behalf  of  the  Golden  Rod  staff, 
to  support  in  a  body  the  next  and  the  follow- 
ing issues  of  the  paper.  Mr.  Collins  com- 
mended the  fine  spirit  shown  by  our  foot-ball 


squad  and  also  the  gratifying  results  ob- 
tained. He  stated  that  this  year  and  in  the 
future  foot-ball  letters  are  to  be  given  to 
those  who  play  in  the  Brockton  game  and  are 
eligible  to  play  in  two-thirds  of  the  other 
games.  The  first  and  second-term  Q's  were 
then  awarded  and  the  "huskies"  in  school  who 
do  not  enter  any  sport  were  urged  to  do  so. 

Surely  the  pupils  ate  more  for  lunch  De- 
cember 22  than  usual.  Who  could  help  buy- 
ing "seconds"  on  that  "punkin  pie"  and 
turkey  (?)  and  all  those  other  irresistibly 
palatable  "eats,"  especially  when  embellished 
by  the  decorations  a  la  Coply  Plaza. 

What  a  strange  combination  of  expressions 
on  the  faces  of  the  pupils  when  the  glee-clubs 
sang  Friday ! 

Why  these  little  meetings  of  two  or  three 
every  day  after  school  in  the  corridors? 
Election's  over. 

The  third  year  German  class  had  a  Christ- 
mas party  among  themselves  in  the  Gym 
Friday,  December  22.  They  had  a  tree  and 
presents  were  given  to  each  member  of  the 
class  and  to  Miss  Zeller  and  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Collins,  who  were  present. 


Owing  to  Miss  Bickford's  leave  of  ab- 
sence on  account  of  sickness,  Miss  Cochrane 
has  taken  her  home  room  and  French  classes 
and  Miss  Currie  has  taken  the  room  and 
classes  left  by  Miss  Cochrane.  The  school  re- 
grets the  loss  of  so  valuable  a  teacher  and 
thanks  her  for  her  work,  at  the  same  time  wel- 
coming Miss  Currie  to  the  school. 


The  school  calendar  has  been  published  and 
is  on  sale  at  twenty-five  cents.  It  has  been  a 
literary,  though  not  a  financial,  success. 

Hugh  Nixon,  News  Editor. 


Have  you  ever  noticed  the  different  ways 
that  pupils  have  of  arranging  their  desks? 
It's  simply  astonishing,  yes,  astounding.  Some 
pupils  have  everything  in  apple-pie  order. 
Their  books  and  texts  are  arranged  neatly  and 
systematically.     Their  necessary  paraphernalia 
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such  as  pencils,  pens,  and  erasers  have  their 
certain  place  like  the  furniture  in  a  room.  All 
papers  which  are  to  be  preserved  are  placed 
in  one  corner  where  they  are  insured  against 
tearing  and  constant  disturbance.  Of  course, 
one  can  read  the  characters  of  the  keepers 
from  the  condition  of  their  desks. 

On  the  other  hand,  there  are  some  desks, 
which,  like  their  owners,  have  no  character. 
The  interior  literally  bulges  with  scrap  paper, 
crumbled  into  balls  or  torn  into  a  myriad  of 
shreds.  In  one  corner  a  pen  is  jabbing  its 
point  into  an  English  Literature.  Next  to  it 
a  geometry  book  dangles  dangerously  over  a 


Latin  Composition.  In  another  corner  two 
note-books  are  locked  in  mortal  combat.  Each 
note-book  has  its  leaves,  torn  and  bent,  stray- 
ing aimlessly  in  the  folds  of  the  other.  To 
get  to  the  bottom,  the  owner  usually  has  to 
claw  like  a  dog  digging  for  a  rat.  The  keeper 
loathes  to  open  his  desk  cover  because  he  has 
to  sit  on  it  to  make  it  resume  its  former  posi- 
tion. It's  just  like  jumping  on  the  cover  of 
an  over-packed  trunk.  Yes,  one  can  imagine 
the  character  of  the  owner  from  the  condition 
of  his  desk. 

They   certainly   are    interesting — these    dif- 
ferent ways  of  keeping  a  desk  in  order. 

"X" 


Helpful  Hints  on  How  to  Do  Home  Work 


I.  Be  sure  to  do  your  lessons  in  a  room 
that  is  very  noisy.  One  in  which  there  is  a 
baby  crying  is  especially  recommended. 

II.  Never  concentrate  your  thoughts  on 
vour  lesson.  This  is  too  trying  for  your 
brain  and  often  causes  nervous  prostration. 

III.  Begin  one  lesson  and  before  finishing 
it,  start  another.  When  about  in  the  middle 
of  the  latter,  start  a  third  and  so  on.  After 
you  have  gone  the  rounds,  begin  at  the  be- 
ginning again  and  finish  each  one  in  turn.  A 
variety  is  needed. 

IV.  If,  when  evening  arrives,  your  home- 
work is  not  done,  and  you  wish  to  go  to  some 
entertainment,  leave  your  work  and  go.  En- 
joy life  while  you  are  young. 

V.  Never  have  your  maps,  rulers,  com- 
passes and  paper  on  hand.  Running  around 
after  them  is  good  exercise. 


VI.  If  you  have  not  understood  the  lesson 
assignment,  make  no  effort  to  find  out  what 
it  is.  Let  the  lesson  go.  One  lesson  unpre- 
pared now  and  then  does  not  matter. 

VII.  Whenever  possible  do  your  lessons 
with  one  of  your  friends.  What  you  don't 
know,  they  might.  Cooperation  is  very  help- 
ful. 

VIII.  If  you  have  many  books  to  carry 
home,  don't  burden  yourself  with  them  all. 
Perhaps  you  will  be  inspired  in  a  study  period. 
If  not,  get  excused. 

IX.  Never  review  your  lessons.  This  is 
a  very  bad  habit. 

X.  Never  mind  if  your  work  is  not  in  on 
time.  The  habit  of  meeting  each  require- 
ment punctually  should  never  be  formed. 

Marjorie  Leach, 

Class  of  1918. 


Eng.  Teacher — "Name  the  different  kinds 
of  letters?" 

Soph — "Social  and  friendly." 

Teacher — "You  have  left  out  the  most  im- 
portant.   What  is  it?" 

Soph — "Oh,  yes,  ma'am,  love  letters." — Ex. 


Professor— "Parse  'Kiss.'  " 

Student — "  'Kiss'  is  a  noun,  generally  used 
as  a  conjunction,  and  is  never  declined.  It  is 
not  very  singular,  usually  vised  in  the  plural, 
and  agrees  with  'me.'  It  is  more  common 
than  proper." — Ex. 
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ALUMNI  NOTES 


On  the  13th  of  December  the  Alumni  As- 
sociation opened  its  season  with  a  reunion. 
Herbert  W.  Lull,  Superintendent  of  Schools 
at  Newport,  R.  I.,  was  present  and  was  given 
a  hearty  reception  by  members  of  the  Alumni, 
some  of  whom  were  pupils  while  he  was  Sup- 
erintendent of  Schools  in  Quincy.  Mr.  Lull 
gave  an  address  on  "The  Demand  of  Educa- 
tion." The  members  of  the  senior  class  were 
invited  and  many  accepted  the  invitation.  All 
who  attended  spent  a  most  enjoyable  evening. 

On  the  20th  of  December  Q.  H.  S.  played 
basketball  with  the  Alumni.  As  usual  the 
Alumni  won,  the  final  score  being  16  to  7. 

Louise  Prout  '12  and  Charles  Holmes  '13 
were  married  November  28,  1916. 

Edward  Bullock  '13  who  has  been  super- 
visor of  music  in  the  schools  at  Augusta, 
Maine  since  the  beginning  of  1916  has  been 
engaged  as  organist  and  choir  director  of  St. 
John's  Episcopal  Church  in  that  city.  He  also 
has  private  advanced  pupils.  Mr.  Bullock 
makes  his  home  at  the  Y.  M.  C.  A. 

Leon  White,  Q.  H.  S.,  '14,  Dartmouth,  '18 
was  married  to  Miss  Dorothy  Kingsbury  at 
Bellows  Falls,  Vermont  on  November  2,  1916. 

Priscilla  Robinson  '13,  Charles  Mullen  '14 
and  Howard  Bowen  '16  were  visiting  Q.  H.  S. 
January  2,  1917. 

Chester  Stedman  '14  has  a  position  with 
the  Canadian  Pacific  Railroad  Company,  Bos- 
ton. 

Margaret  At  wood  '15  and  Hazel  Livingston 
'15  are  both  sophomores  at  Wellesley. 

"Tom"  Barstow  '15  is  a  "soph"  at  Harvard. 

Ethel  Beausang  '16  is  working  for  the  Elm 
Farm  Milk  Company. 


"Dan"  Dennehy  '16  has  a  position  with  the 
M.  P.  Brundige  Company. 

Edward  Brown  '13  filled  a  varsity  position 
on  the  University  of  Syracuse  football  team. 

Weldon  G.  Pratt  '13  returning  from  the 
border  duty  with  the  Signal  Corps,  has  a 
fine  collection  of  photographs  of  dead 
Mexicans  and  other  such  interesting  matter. 

Arthur  N.  Bowen  '15  has  been  pledged  to 
the  local  chapter  of  the  Beta  Kappa  Phi 
fraternity  at  the  State  College. 

Willard  Crocker  '15  earned  the  title  of  ten- 
nis champion  of  Tufts  College  by  defeating 
a  field  of  strong  competition  last  fall. 

Technology  finds  wonderful  track  ability 
in  William  MacMahon  '15,  who  already  has 
performed   admirably. 

Frederick  Schenkelberger  '14  and  "Art" 
Bowen  '15  are  among  a  field  of  competitors 
aspiring  to  associate  editorships  of  the  Massa- 
chusetts Collegian,  the  weekly  paper  of  the 
State  Agricultural  College. 

Sturgis  Hunt,  '15,  is  now  assistant  junior 
secretary  of  the  Providence,  R.  I.,  Y.  M.  C.  A., 
and  looks  quite  prosperous.  Rumors  of  an 
engagement. 

Howard  A.  Bowen  '16  is  continuing  his 
postgraduate  work  at  the  Technical  High 
School  of  Providence,  R.  I.,  and  is  as  happy 
as  ever. 

Leon  Goodwin,  '16,  is  associated  with  Homer 
F.  Livermore,  Pearl  Street,  Boston. 

Wilfred  Hayes,  '16,  works  with  the  United 
Printing  Machine   Company. 

Mildred  M.  Diack,  Alumni  Editor. 


Junior  (translating  Cicero) — "I  think  I 
have  said  enough  on  this  subject." 

Teacher — "Some  people  thought  that  Cicero 
said  enough  a  long  while  ago." — Ex. 


Teacher — "Where  is  your  note-book?" 
Pupil— "My  head  is  in  my  note-book." 
Teacher — "No,    that    is    your   blank-book.' 
-Ex. 
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creasing. 


The  number  of  our  exchanges  is  happily  in- 
These  exchanges  are  very  interest- 
ing, and  may  be  found  by  the  pupils  of 
Q.  H.  S.,  in  the  library  on  the  third  floor. 

The  Brewster — Wolfeboro.  N.  H. 

The  Enterprise — Roxbury,  Mass. 

The  Echo — YVinthrop,  Mass. 

The  Gleaner — Pawtucket,  R.  I. 

The  Tradesman — High  School  of  Com- 
merce.. Boston,  Mass. 

The  Clarion — Everett,  Mass. 

The  Jabbcrii'ock — Girls'  Latin  School,  Bos- 
ton, Mass. 

The  Eltntrian — Haverhill,  Mass. 

The  Industrial  School  Magazine — Golden, 
Col. 

The  Rcvicii' — Toccoa,  Ga. 

The  Orange  and  Black — Middletown,  Conn. 

The  White  Mountain  Zephyr — Gorham, 
X.  H. 

The  Record — English  High  Schoolf  Boston, 
Mass. 

The  Practical  Arts  Record — Brookline, 
Mass. 

The  Reflector — Gloucester,  Mass. 
The    Dragon — St.    George's    School.    New- 
port, R.  I. 

The  Red  and  Gray — Fitchburg,  Mass. 
Lascll  Leaves — Auburndale,  Mass. 
The  Alpha— Xew  Bedford,  Mass. 
The  Oracle — Abington,  Pa. 
The  Blue  and  Gold — Maiden,  Mass. 
The  P.  I.  H.  S.  Elycr — Presque  Isle,  Me. 


The    Register — Rindge    Technical    School, 


Cambridge,  Mass. 


COMMENTS 

The  Jabberzi'ock — -Your  editorials  are  com- 
mendable. As  a  whole,  your  paper  is  very 
neat. 

The  Tradesman — It  would  be  better  to  have 
the  list  of  your  exchanges  in  the  same  place  as 
the  rest  of  your  exchange  column. 

The  Enterprise — A  table  of  contents  would 
add  to  your  paper. 

The  Echo — We  wish  you  success  in  your 
new  plan  for  publishing  your  paper. 

The  Record,  English  High  School — If  only 
every  paper  had  such  a  fine  joke  column.  It 
is  a  pleasure  to  read  your  paper. 

The  Zephyr — The  essays,  "The  Value  of 
School  Athletics,"  and  "Romance,"  are  well 
written. 

The  Review — We  wish  you  success  in  your 
paper. 


Owing  to  the  demand  for  the  Christmas 
number  of  the  Goldex  Rod,  we  regret  to  say 
we  did  not  have  enough  copies  to  send  to  our 


exchanges. 


Axxa  Cremixs.  Exchange  Editor. 


Teacher — "Can  any  pupil  tell  me  where  the 
Declaration  of  Independence  was  signed  ?" 
Pupil— "I  can." 
Teacher — "Where,  Marion?" 
Pupil — "At  the  bottom." — Ex. 
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fOTwin 


The  basketball  season  opened  with  excel- 
lent chances  for  a  successful  season.    About 
twenty  candidates  reported.     Because  only 
four  of  last  year's   first  and  second  teams 
were  lost  by  graduation,  Coach  French  had 
excellent  material  to  pick  from.    Those  elig- 
ible   from    last    year   are :    Capt.    Desmond, 
Jenkins,    Mullen,   Walker,   LeCain,   and   H. 
O'Brien.     Many  promising  players  reported 
for  the  first  time.    The  schedule  as  arranged 
by  Manager  Albert  Baker  is  as  follows : 
Dec.  20 — Alumni   at   Quincy 
Jan.  5— Reading  at  Reading 
Jan.  9 — Winthrop  at  Winthrop 
Jan.  12 — Rockland  at  Rockland 
Jan.  15— Tufts  '19  at  Quincy 
Jan.  17 — Wellesley  at  Quincy 
Jan.  23 — Natick  at  Quincy 
Jan.  26 — Wellesley  at  Wellesley 
Feb.  2 — Rockland  at  Quincy 
Feb.  6 — Attleboro  at  Quincy 
Feb.   10 — Chelsea  at  Chelsea 
Feb.  13 — Reading  at  Quincy 
Feb.  16 — Haverhill  at  Haverhill 
Feb.  20 — Chelsea  at  Quincy 
Feb.  22 — Winthrop  at  Quincy 


QUINCY  7,  ALUMNI  15 


Dec.  20,  1916.  Quincy  suffered  defeat  in 
the  first  game  of  the  season  at  the  hands  of 
the  Alumni.  The  game  was  a  bitterly  con- 
tested one;  neither  side  had  the  advantage 
during  the   greater  part   of  the   game,  the 


score  being  tied  at  7  until  the  last  period 
when  the  graduates  got  a  decided  edge  and 
rolled  up  the  score  to  15.  The  alumni  team, 
Welsford,  Shand,  Crosscup,  Davis,  and  Shir- 
ley, played  an  excellent  game.  Desmond, 
Jenkins  and  Mullen  scored  for  Quincy. 

Between  the  halves  the  faculty  trounced 
the  second  team  soundly,  35  to  8.  The  fa- 
culty had  everything  its  own  way  and  scor- 
ed almost  at  will.  Manson  scored  26  points. 
Innis  played  well  for  the  losers. 


TRACK 


The  track  squad  engaged  in  a  cross  coun- 
try run  on  Nov.  29.  A  squad  of  28  was  divi- 
ded into  four  teams  with  Canniff,  Dennis, 
Malnati,  and  Sears  as  captains.  The  course 
was  about  1  1-2  miles  and  ran  from  the 
school  over  Butler  Road  to  Merrymount 
Park  to  Fenno  Street  to  Hancock  Street 
with  the  finish  at  the  school.  The  race  was 
bitterly  fought  between  the  teams.  At  the 
start,  Innis,  Eugene  Shyne,  Melville,  and 
Malnati  took  the  lead  and  held  it  until  Fenno 
Street  was  reached.  Here  Melville  sprinted 
into  the  lead  and  retained  it  to  the  finish. 
The  struggle  for  second  place  was  won  by 
Sears  who  was  followed  by  Pierce,  Canniff, 
Innis,  and  Eugene  Shyne.  All  the  contes- 
tants finished.  The  team-winner  was  that 
captained  by  Canniff,  consisting  of  Melville, 
Barrows,  Earle,  Edw.  Shyne,  Kennedy,  and 
Ross. 
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The  freshman  cross-country  run  held  on 
Friday,  December  8,  was  won  by  Thomas 
Breen,  a  graduate  of  the  WoHaston  gram- 
mar school.  The  course  ran  from  the  school 
over  the  Butler  Road  to  Merrymount  Park 
to  Hancock  Street  with  the  finish  at  the 
High  School.  It  was  an  interschool  event, 
each  team  representing  the  principal  of  the 
grammar  school  from  which  he  was  a  grad- 
uate. 

At  the  word  "go,"  39  boys  started. 
Lewis  of  the  Wilson  team  jumped  into  the 
lead  and  held  it  until  Park  Lane  was  reach- 
ed. Here  Breen  took  the  lead  with  Lyons 
of  the  Pollard  team  and  Aulbach  of  the 
Johnson  team  at  his  heels,  while  the  rest  of 
the  runners  were  strung  out  for  about  50 
yds.  Going  through  the  Park  all  three  of 
the  leaders  were  together  ;  when  Hancock 
Street  was  reached,  Breen  started  a  sprint 
which  carried  him  away  from  the  other  two. 
About  this  time  Lewis  began  to  make  his 
presence  felt ;  he  and  Lyons  had  a  brush  on 
Hancock  St.,  but  the  efforts  of  the  former 
proved  his  undoing  and  he  was  passed  by 
several  runners  before  the  finnish.  Several 
hard  fought  races  were  run  down  Butler 
Road.  At  the  finish  Aulbach,  Jackson,  and 
Foster  raced  the  last  50  yds.  together,  Aul- 
bach winning  by  about  a  yard.  E.  Shyne's 
and  Hackett's  race  for  29th.  place  was  the 
best  of  the  day,  Hackett  winning"  by  inches. 
All  the  boys  finished  in  splendid  condition. 
The  teams  finished  in  the  following  order  ; — 
Johnsons  56,  Pollards  76,  Goodspeed's  Wol- 
aston  88,  Perkins  91.  Wilsons  94,  Good- 
speed's  M.  F.  S.  114.  Samsons  122.  The 
Willard,  Cranch,  and  Adams  schools  failed 
to  enter  teams.  The  first  ten  to  finish  were 
Breen,  Lyons,  Aulbach,  Jackson,  Goldburg, 
Mullarkey,  Smith,  Lewis,  Fox,  and  Ken- 
nedy. The  race  proved  that  we  have  a  lot 
of  good  material  in  the  freshman  class. 

Later  in  the  season  an  indoor  interschool 
track  meet  for  freshmen  only  will  be  held. 
A  meet  with  South  Boston  is  being  arranged 
for  seniors,  intermediates,  and  juniors.    Can- 


didates for  the  indoor  relay  teams  are  urged 
to  report  for  practice  at  once. 

R.  SEARS,  CAPT. 


ATHLETIC  XOTES 


A  call  for  hockey  candidates  was  issued 
by  Mr.  John  Fuller  early  in  December  and  a 
few  enthusiastic  boys  responded.  Practice  was 
first  held  in  the  gymnasium  until  the  pond 
froze  over.  There  are  some  likely  candi- 
dates out  for  the  team  but  if  Quincy  hopes 
to  have  any  measure  of  success  more  boys 
must  report  and  do  their  share.  If  hockey 
is  popular  in  other  schools  in  spite  of  ad- 
verse weather  conditions,  then  it  ought  to 
become  so  in  Quincy. 

"Kip  Young,"  captain  of  the  Quincy  High 
football  team  in  1913,  played  a  star  game 
at  center  for  the  Cadets  in  their  annual  foot- 
ball game  with  Battery  A. 

Robert  Foy.  former  star  guard  on  Quincy 
High's  eleven,  now  attending  Boston  Col- 
lege, played  in  part  of  the  game  against 
Holy  Cross  and  acquitted  himself  well. 

Paul  Larkin,  ex-Quincy  High  football  cap- 
tain, played  his  usual  star  game  at  end  this 
year  for  Washington  Lee  University. 

Charles  Mullen,  fullback  on  Quincy's  1914 
eleven,  made  a  position  on  Tufts  freshman 
eleven. 

"Link"  Crosscup,  former  half  back  on 
Quincy's  1914  team,  was  a  member  of  Har- 
vard's second  team  squad  the  past  fall  and 
played  an  excellent  game. 

Willard  Crocker,  ex-Quincy  High  athlete, 
retained  his  title  of  tennis  champion  at  Tufts 
this  last  fall. 

Hexry  Petersox,  Athletic  Editor. 


To  those  interested  in  high  school  athletics: 


In  the  last  edition  of  this  paper  was  an 
article  condemning  hockey.  The  writer  pre- 
sented  an   excellent   argument.      It   is    said 
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that  hockey  is  dependent  upon  the  weather 
and  if  this  is  unfavorable,  it  causes  disap- 
pointment among  students  and  players.  But 
you  must  remember  that  very  seldom  does 
this  occur  and  that  the  schedule  may  easily 
be  changed.  Besides,  a  hockey  team  re- 
quires seven  men,  a  basket  ball  team  only 
five. 

Do  we  fear  to  prefer  hockey  to  basket 
ball  for  the  sake  of  a  little  money?  True, 
basket  ball  helps  itself  financially  and  by 
doing  this  is  the  only  game  in  this  school 


played  for  money.  Are  athletics  to  be  play- 
ed for  money  rather  than  for  sportsman- 
ship? Hockey  is  the  greatest  national  win- 
ter sport  in  existence,  a  game  which  calls 
for  the  highest  skill  and  endurance  and  is 
played  by  colleges  and  all  nations. 

Shall  we  throw  down  the  greatest  winter 
sport  indifferently,  or  help  as  true  sports- 
men a  game  still  growing  in  popularity  for 
one  which  is  being  dropped  by  other  schools 
and  becoming  less  popular? 

PAUL  ROSS  '19. 


Dott  Crasy  Englische 


The  wind  whistled  round  the  corners  and 
the  snow  fell  thick.  Hans  Schnider  released 
from  his  daily  tort  at  the  mills  hurried  along 
the  street  to  the  restaurant  at  which  it  was 
his  habit  to  take  his  evening  meal.  He  was  on 
the  point  of  entering  when  he  discovered  that 
Abel  Fricker,  the  boss  at  the  mills  with  whom 
he  had  lately  had  trouble,  was  seated  at  the 
table  which  had  hitherto  been  Hans'  own. 

"I  can't  go  in  there  now,"  thought  Hans  to 
himself,  "I'll  find  another  place  just  as  good." 
So    he   crossed   the    street   to   a    smaller    res- 


taurant. As  he  took  his  place  at  one  of  the 
tables,  a  waiter  approached  him  and  Hans  im- 
mediately cried,  "Wie  geht's !" 

"Sweet  cakes!"  exclaimed  the  waiter. 

"Nein !"  cried  Hans  in  disgust. 

"Nine !"  replied  the  waiter,  "You  can  be 
glad  if  you  get  one!" 

With  the  greatest  of  disgust  Hans  exclaimed, 
"I  sometimes  dink  der  is  no  von  so  crasy  as 
ein  Englische,"  and  he  strode  out  of  the  res- 
taurant and  across  the  street  to  tackle  "Dott 
bose  Deutsch."  Helen  Murphy,  1918. 


Miss  Dawes  (explaining  classic  age  in  lit- 
erature)— They  often  trimmed  the  trees  in  the 
garden  to  represent  an  umbrella.  Sometimes 
they  trimmed  the  tree  to  look  like  a  person 
under  an  umbrella  and  sometimes  to  look  like — 

Voice  from  the  class — Two  persons  under 
an  umbrella. 

Mr.  Paulsen  (in  Chemistry) — Waite 
(weight)  and  density  are  always  found  to- 
gether. 

Mr.  Roache — If  you  read  good  books  it  will 
make  you  grow. 

We  think  Mr.  Roache  must  have  read  a  few 
volumes. 


Room  25 
Miss  Fallis  explains  the  word  soup. 
Class  looks  very  doubtful. 
Miss   Fallis    (after  explaining  again)  : — I 
wonder  if  you  all  take  that  in? 

Miss  Hunter  : — What  famous  sea-battle 
was  fought  in  1812,  Mr.  Nichols? 

G.  Nichols  (waking  up)  : — Bunker  Hill. 

Boob  News 

Dear  Editor — Does  Theo.  R.  Higgins  ever 
pass  a  Physics  Test? 

Answer — We  refer  you  to  Mr.  Paulsen; 
he  usually  has  the  agony  of  correcting  his 
papers. 
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Robinson..  '18 — Hey,  Xichols,  what  are  you 
scratching  your  head  for  ? 

Xichols — Because   I   am  the  only  one   that 
knows  it  itches. 

Reel  I. 
A  thirsty  traveler  on  the  sand 
Saw  a  well  near  by. 

"At  last" — he  murmured,  "here  is  a  drink," 
But — the  well  was  dry. 

Reel  II. 
A  weary  scholar  in  Room  29 
Saw  a  well  near  by 

"At  last" — he  murmured,  "here  is  some  ink," 
But — the  well  was  dry.  — R.  F. 


Marr  (singing  high) — Somewhere  a  yoice 
is  calling. 

Bowen — Strawberries  !     Strawberries  ! 

Miss    O'Neill — Nowadays,    where    do    we 
keep  people  that  laugh  at  nothing? 
Hedges — At  the  Ford  factory. 

Miss  Hunter — Xow  what  shall  we  finish 
first? 

Gunning,  '18 — "Maps." 

Xichols — I  will  finish  your  "map"  for  you 
in  about  two  minutes. 


Miss   Cochrane    (in  an  attempt  to  interest 
the  class  in  Caesar) — What  do  you  think  of 

Keyes  (commenting  on  Higgins's  lecture) —     Caesar  as  a  general? 
I  would  suggest  that  Mr.  Higgins  kindly  elimi-  Xathan — I  think  he  had  an  awful  imagina- 

nate  his   earnest  endeayors  to   emulate  Aris-     tion. 
totle.     The  era  of  peripatetic  ratiocination  has 

long  since  gone  out  of  existence  in  classes  de-  Seen  in  a  Domestic  Science  note-book — Sit 

yoted  solely  to  the  scientific  study  of  the  Eng-      in  a  pan  of  water  and  bake  until  firm. 
lish  language. 

Yes,  Keyes  would  make  a  good  salesman.  New  Year  Resolutions: 

Peterson  refuses  to  study  ; 

Miss  Zeller    (talking  about  the  tickets   for  Jenkins  refuses  to  look  at  the  girls; 

the  German  play) — Be  sure  and  sell  Mr.  Pal-  Cummings  and  Mahoney  refuse  to  go  near 

mer  a  ticket.     We  want  a  good  looking  audi-     Wollaston  ; 
ence.  Winslow  refuses  to  eat. 
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Miss  Thayer — What  was  the  occupation  of 
Franklin's  father? 

Sophomore — A  dyer. 

Miss  Thayer — Why  didn't  he  work  at  the 
dyeing  business  in  America? 

"Soph" — Because  the  people  did  their  own 
dyeing  (dying). 

In  Room  24. 

McNamara  recites  very  poorly. 
Class  laughs. 

Miss  O'Neill — Never  mind  Mr.  McNamara, 
some  people  do  not  appreciate  tragedy. 

Miss  Dawes  (speaking  of  marks  in  Eng- 
lish Class)— Most  of  this  class  will  find  "L" 
on  their  reports  this  quarter. 

Peirce — Yes,  and  we  will  get  another  "L" 
when  we  get  home. 

Miss    Cochrane    (instructing    Freshmen)  — 
No,  that  verb  form  is  wrong,  guess  again. 
Freshie — You  should  have  been  loved. 
Freshmen  always  were  inquisitive. 


Miss  Dawes — What  is  the  most  forcible 
part  of  the  body? 
Senior — The  fist. 

Mr.  Roache — Suppose  the  councilmen  re- 
fuse to  appear  and  take  the  oath? 

McFague — They  call  them  up  and  give  it 
to  them  by  "phone." 

Miss  Dawes — What  kind  of  an  essay  is 
"Dream  Children?" 

Reggie  Faulkner — A  sleepy  one. 

Harry  Diamond  (in  lecture  to  English 
Class) — Lowell  received  his  degree  as  hus- 
band in  the  same  year. 

Room  24  .  ("Soph"  translating)  :— The 
horsemen  were  six  miles  long. 

Miss  O'Neill: — How  long  was  the  horse? 

Mr.  Roache  (pointing  on  map) — And  here 
are  the  Mississippi  Mountains. 

W.  E.  Mullin,  Joke  Editor. 


Fanny  and  the  Servant  Problem 

PRESENTED  BY 

QUINCY  TEACHERS'  ASSOCIATION 
High  School  Hall        -  -  -  -  -         February  13 

BENEFIT  OF  CHARITY 

A  Rousing  Play.     Music  by  Teachers'  Glee  Club  and  High  School  Orchestra 

CANDY  FOR  SALE 

ALL  SEATS  RESERVED        -         35c  and  25c  -        -         COME 


JOHNSON'S 
City  Flower  Store 

1361   Hancock  Street 

Has  the  Largest  Assortment  of 

CUT  FLOWERS 

Flowers  Arranged  for  All  Occasions 

Tel.  Con. 

Seniors! 

Pay 

Your 

Glass  Dues! 


SUE  RICE 

ijigtj  Oj>ra&e  phntngrapha 


Studio 
1522  Hancock  Street 

Phone  565-W 


"Your   friends   can  buy   anything  you 
can  give  them  except  your  photograph." 

You  Don't  Press  a  Button  Any  More 
But  We  Still  Do  the  Rest 

Expert  workmen,  modern  methods, 
improved  equipment  and  tested  chem- 
icals insure  results. 

Let  us  finish  what  your  Kodak  be- 
gan. 

A.  R.  MACKAY  &  CO. 

Newsdealers 

Cor.  Hancock  St.  and  Billings  Rd. 

NORFOLK  DOWNS 


GIRLS ! 


LEARN   TO  DANCE  NOW 


BOYS! 


Don't  wait  until  time  for  receptions  and  class  parties  and  then  wish  you  had 
learned  to  dance. 

PROF.  RICHARDS  of  Huntington  Chambers 

conducts  a  class  in  Glide  and  Modern  Dancing  at  the  WISTARIA  BUNGALOW 
(Cottage  St.,  off  Hancock),  every  Thursday  Evening.  Individual  attention 
given  and  latest  steps  taught. 

Terms: — $5.00  term  often  lessons. 

For  particulars  Catherine  J.   Yule,  632  Washington  St.,  Quincy. 

Phone    749-  W. 
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Ruggles  Real  Estate  Co. 

INSURANCE 

Farms 

City  Property 

Shore  Property 

19  Temple  Street,  Quincy 

Telephones 
Office  93                          Residence  652-M 

i 

The  Dutch  Food  Shop 

Is  still  with  you,  and  remember  the  good 
things   which  can    be   procured   there. 

Cakes,  Doughnuts,  Pies 
Cookies,  Jellies,  Etc. 

BEALE  ST.                        Phone  592 

Compliments   of 

BROWN  CROWELL 

QUINCV   ADAMS 

Bring  Your  Old  Suit  to  Us 

We  Will  Make  It  Look  Like  New 
Suits  Steam  or  Dry  Cleansed  and  Pressed  $1.00 

Ladies   Suits   Steam  or  Dry  Cleansed $1.75 

QUINCY  TAILORING  CO. 

DAVID  KOTOCH,  Prop. 

1619  Hancock  St.,  near  School  St.,  Quincy,  Mass. 

WILLIAM     TAYLOR 

ALL  THAT  IS  BEAUTIFUL  AND 
DISTINCTIVE     IN     PORTRAITS 
Studio  at    1507  Hancock  St.,  Quincy 

ni  i  iin  tuning 

v    Hill  fll     1    Specialiston  all  piano  troubles 
B     llfi*»H  UlUf    BostOD office  10  Bromfield St. 
■     !■«■■  ■mP'    Telephone  in  residence. 

13  years  of  factory  expe'ience  and  tuning  instructor  in  Boston 
Conservatory  of  Music.  Recommendations  from  manufacturers, 
dealers,  teachers,  colleges  and  the  musical  profession.   Refers 
to  his  many  patrons,  among  whom  are  Ex-Gov.  Brackett,  Hon. 
Samu'l  W.  McCall,  J.  J.  Martin,  Pres.  Exchange  Trust  Co.,  E. 
Harold  Crosby,  Boston  Post's  Dramatic  Editor  and  Critic, 
Ex-Mayor  Campbell  of  Quincy,  City  Clerk  Crane,  Mrs. 
John  O.  Holden.  Mrs.  W.  H.  Forbes  of  Milton,  Messrs. 
John  Buchanan,  G.  A.  Tripp,  L.  D.  Gurney,  and  many 
other  Quincy  and  Wollaston  people. 

Orders  can  be  left  in  Wollaston  at  either  of  Brook's  drug 
stores;    in  Atlantic  at  Brook's  drug  store;  in   Quincy   at 
Carlson's  periodical  store,  near  depot ;  in  Norfolk  Downs  at 
Mackay's  drug  store. 

FKAMK A.LOCKE 

RALPH 
COAL  COMPANY 

33  WESTON  AVENUE 
WOLLASTON 

TEL.  QUINCY  839-W 

YOU  WANT  THIS 

You   want   to    look   your   best    at   all 
times. 

We  want  to  offer  you  clothes  clean- 
ing,    pressing     and     repairing     service 
that   is    second   to   none. 

Service   that   means    lengthening   the 
life  of  your  apparel. 

THIS  SERVICE  IS  FOR  YOU 

Harry,  The  Tailor 

1466  Hancock  St. 
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W.  H.  PLETSCH 


E.  Y.  PLETSCH 


W.&  LP.  Company 

LAWN  MOWER  SHARPENING 

A  SPECIALTY 

Skates  Sharpened  Concaved 

At  20  Cents  a  Pair 

Skate  Straps  and  Keys  For  Sale 

76  and    78  Woodbine  St. 
WOLLASTON,  MASS. 


TEL.  CONN. 


NEAR  RAILROAD  STATION 


Walsh  Drug  Co. 

THREE  STORES 
We  carry  the  largest  lines  of 

Toilet  Jlrticles 

Camera  Supplies 

in  Norfolk  County 

Prescriptions  are  Our  Specialty 

Try  our  telephone  service.     We  will  call  for  and  return  pre- 
scriptions to  your  home.     Call  nearest  store. 


The  National 
Mount   Wollaston 


Bank 


To  the  Quincy  High  School  in  general  and  to  the  Class  of  1917  in  particular 

(jfoettttg  ! 

We  want  you  to  know  that  we  take  a  personal  interest  in  you  and  a  special  pride 
in  your  achievements.  We  also  wish  you  to  know  that  we  deem  it  a  privilege  to  num- 
ber you  among  our  patrons. 

And  you  know  the  higher  your  mark  in  your  studies  and  athletics  the  more  honor 
you  reflect  upon  your  school  and  faculty,  and  the  prouder  they  are  of  you.  So  it  is 
our  aim  to  attain  the  highest  mark  in  your  esteem  as  to  our  Workmanship  and 
Service,  that  you  may  be  able  to  say  with  pride — I  get  my  Hair  Cut  at  Sam  Shellman's, 
1617  Hancock  Street. 

Thanking  you  for  your  favor  of  the  Past,  and  hoping  to  merit  your  further  patron- 
age and  respect, 

Yours, 
SAM  SHELLMAN,  HYGIENIC  BARBER  SHOP. 


HATS  CLEANED 


TAN  SHOES  DYED 


WOLLASTON  SHOE  HOSPITAL 
AND  BOOTBLACK  PARLOR 

By  our  new  machinery  we  are  now  able  to 
do  any  work  in  the  quickest  possible  time. 

Cigars,  Cigarettes,  and  All  Polishes 

THEO.   DUSOPOL 
300  Newport  Ave.  Wollaston,  Mass. 


Compliments    of 

The  Wollaston  Bowling  Alleys 

Norris  Block,  Wollaston 


Alleys  Reserved  Afternoon  and  Evening 
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THE 
QUINCY  DEPARTMENT  STORE 

Complete  line  of  Students* 
and   Teachers'   Furnishings 

1435-1437  Hancock  St. 
Quincy,  Mass. 

BECKFORD  &  LYNCH 

Electrical  Engineers  and  Contractors 

Electric  Wiring  and  Fitting  for 
Incandescent  and  Arc  Lighting 

Motors,  etc.,  etc.  Speaking  Tnbes 

3  SAVILLE  STREET,  QUINCY,  Mast. 

Connected  by  Telephone 
Bus.  299-3  Res.  439-2 

J.  G.  Johnston  Company 

Incorporated 

Manufacturing  StmtittB 

Class  Pins  and  Rings       Medals  and  Cups 

Sudbury  Building  79  Sudbury  St. 

Boston,  Mass. 

Phone  3291  Hay. 


MACULLAR  PARKER 
COMPANY 

Give  Special  Attention  to  Clothing  Boys 

and  Young  Men  for  School  and  College. 

Garments  in  Latest  Styles  and  Fabrics. 

Made  in  Workshops  on  the  premises. 

FULL  LINE  OF  FURNISHING  GOODS. 

STETSON  HATS. 

400  Washington  St.        Boston,  Mass. 

$Htttaf  0  g>tgljt  latter  &l|0$t 

Is  a  Place  for  Dutch  Cuts  and 
All  Kinds  of  Barber  Work 

OSCAR  MINOT 

WOLLASTON 

20  Years  Established 


Special  Models  in  Misses'  Corsets  designed 

to  give  correct  natural  support  to 

the  growing  girl 

The  Corset  Shop 

Miss  Sarah  E.  Dunphy 

No.  8  Maple  Street,  Quincy,  Mass. 


MURRAY  &  EMERY  CO. 

printers  anb  Binbers 


Kendall  Square 


Cambridge 


#lj  oroera  of  ($mab  ^tjinga 

Plus  Quick  Intelligent  Service  born  of  a  Desire  to  Please  You 

YOU'LL  ENJOY  SHOPPING  HERE 

D.  E.  WADSWORTH  &  CO. 


CHARLES  C.  HEARN 

We  carry  the  largest  line  of  high 
grade  candies  in  the  city.  Try  us  and 


see* 


QUINCY  SQUARE 


»K->fl»<^>M<=>W<=>$0<^W<C>Wg^E£I^re:< 


GEO.  W.  JOHNSON 


THOS.  J.  KAVANAUGH 


E=5[tj£  (jfraplju;  T^um^ee 

Printers  and  L,inotypers 


Commercial,  Society,  Club,  Mercantile, 

Book  and  Pamphlet  Printing 


Nothing  But  the  BEST  at  the  Most  Reasonable  Prices 


12  CENTRE  PLACE,  NEWTON,  MASS. 

TEL.  NEWTON  NORTH  77 


